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PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDE. 



CHAP. I. 

I 

k 

V. It was late one fine evening in Septem- 
^"^ ber, when a boat, borne along by a single 
>: sail, passed over the narrow sea which di- 
vides lindisfame from the mainland, and 
:^ moored itself within the smaU bay of the 
^ island. The moon was beginning to rise ; 
' and by her silvering outline, already 
'^ distinguished the venerable relics of Saint 
Culvert's monastery from the shadows 
of twilight* 

Two persoBs wrapped in large cloaks, 
and followed by one who seemed a ser- 
vant, rose fi^m the boat ; and giving a 
piece of gold to their solitary navigator, 
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Stepped on shore. The elder of the twa 
made the sign of the cross upon his breast» 
and with his eyes bent to the ground, 
walked slowly forward. The younger 
performed the same act of devotion, 
though in a less fixed manner, and shiver- 
ing as he looked up to the flying clouds, 
followed his companion. Having pro- 
ceeded over sand and shiiigle with- 
out discerning any thing like an in- 
habited dwelling, he began to doubt the 
boatman's information respecting the si« 
tuation of their purposed lodgings ; and, 
looking around for some other intelli* 
gence, perceived a group of fishermen 
on a shelve of the rock.-^ — By theassist* 
ance of his servant, he scrambled up thd 
acclivity, and enquired the way to the 
Reverend Richard Athelatone*s. — One 
of the men, raising himself from the heap 
of gathered nets they had been drying on 
the rocks, pointed along the top of thd 
clifl^ and told him to keep on, westof the 
abbey, when he would soon see th^ 
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church) and the Pastor's house beside 
it. . 

The traveUers proceeded a Kttle way 
in the direction given : but finding that 
the dubious light bewildered them 
amongst rocks, ruins, and trees, the 
younger returned to the fisherman, and 
begged he would conduct them to Mr. 
Athelstone's. This request was obeyed 
with the same direct compliance as hi» 
question had been answered; and the 
man, throwing his net over his shoulder, 
trudged on before the travellers.— The 
elder pursued his way in devout abstrac- 
tion. His eyes were fixed on the distant 
tower of the monastery; which, to his 
musing fancy, seemed to stand alone in 
the bright horizon, like the still hovering 
shade of the glorified saint of the island. 

The way to the Pastor's dwelling lay 
by the ruins of the wall which had once 
surrounded the monastery. As the tra- 
vellers approached it, the roofless aisles 
and broken arcliQS stood white in the 
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moon-beam ; and the windows, partially 
obscured by the witheredstone-crop which 
sprung from their mouldering columns, 
threw a checquered light on the half-sunk 
monuments below. — The youth, fatigued 
in limbs, and depressed in spirits, drew 
near his companion. The elder traveller 
pressed the nerveless arm that now rested 
upon his, and said in a low voice, << What 
desolation is here ! -^ Ah, my son, how 
can we expect peace in the counsels, or 
virtue in the conduct of a people who 
thus dishonour the tombs of the saints." 

•* Alas, my lord," replied the young 
man, " if we must estimate the piety of 
nations by the unanimity of their councils, 
we have not much reason tq congratulate 
ourselves on the holiness of Spain !-^ 
Why," added he with asperity, ** did her 
vacillating policy drag us from peaceful 
Italy? — But for that, we might never 
have visited these rugged shores." 

** Ferdinand," rejoined his father, " the 
(^sease of your heart, makes you mis^ 
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judge your country. — Spain has hener- 
rors. — But no comparison can be justly 
drawn between a people that respect the 
Faith, evefa to hallowing the asides of its 
apostles ; and a race of men, who trample 
alike on the rights of their kings, and the 
ordinances of the church :— No good can 
eome to such a people I" 

The young man shuddered. " At 
least,'^ exclaimed he, *^ no good can comet 
to us, in so excommunicated a land : — ^ 
tiiough I shall not be sorry to shelter 
myself from so cutting a blast, even with<^ 
in the condemned cell of the heretic Cura 
of the island/' 

The travellers continued to follow their 
guide over rough ground covered with 
loose stones, and rendered intricate by 
the stunted trees which grew in scattered 
loneliness amongst the detached masses 
of the decayed monastery. Through the 
shadowy arches of what had once been a 
passage to the west cloisters, they espied 
sa distant light. 

jBd 
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" For your sake, my son," said the 
elder stranger, « I hope that portends 
we are near houses !" 

" I hope so too/' refoined Ferdinand, 
" but I also fear, it may be only the Ian- 
tern of some vessel, more lucky than we 
were, passing this desolate rock." 

Having made their way through the 
varied gloom of the ruins, they came out 
on a smooth sheep-path. — The abbey 
now lay behind them. — Before them, 
rose the spire of the parish church j and 
near it, in holy fellowship, stood the par- 
sonage ; from whose ivy-latticed window 
still streamed the friendly ray which had 
guided them to its gate. 

" This be our pastor's, — and God's 
blessing abide with him and his !" said 
the fisherman, pointing with a bow to the 
house. — Ferdinand put money into the 
man's hand } and then followed his father 
and their servant through a wicket into a 
little green court. They crossed its soft 
grass, and stooping beneath a low stone 
porch, knocked at the house^door. It 
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was opened by a hoary-headed servant^ 
of a bale and cheerful aspect. The elder 
strai)ger adced for the Keverend Richard 
Athelstone. The old man immediately 
opened a door at his n^t hand ; and with- 
out other reply than a re^ctful bow» 
uahered the travellers into- the presence 
of his itiaster. 

The venerable pastcK* of lindisfttme 
-advanced to meet his visitors; who^ 
though unannounced, he saw by thdr air 
were fbrei^exs and gentlemen. The 
elder apologised for their appearamre at 
so^ Me an h6Ur ; saying, tiiey had arrived 
fiom Holland at Berwick that morning 
in the midst of a storm. *' But," said he, 
^* when ^ fine an evening succeeded, I 
became too inpatient to tread the sacred 
shore . of Lindi^ame ; and to deliver a 
padcet entrusted to me by the Grand^ 
Pensionary Hensius, to delay my coming 
until another day.'' 

. As the stranger spdce, he presented 
the packet. Mr. Athelstone received 

B 4 
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it with a hospitable smHe : and turoiii^ 
to a lady, who sat with two younger ones^ 
at a work-table near the fire ; " Mrs, Co- 
ningsby, my dear niece/^ aaid he, ** wel-^ 
come these gentlemen ; they come from* 
a fnend of your father's.**^ 

The lady rose j and gracefully obeyed^ 
by expressing her reverence for the 
Grand-Pensionary ; and the pleasure she 
felt in seeing Lindisfame honoured by his 
remembrance in the persons of his>friends# 
She then introduced the young ladies a« 
her daughters. The eldest she called 
Cornelia, and the youngest Alice* They 
feast down their eyes, and bowed their 
fair necks to the strangers, as their mo* 
ther named them :-— and when^ on ob- 
serving the pale countenance of Ferdi-* 
nand^ she invited the two gentlemen to 
draw nearer the fire ^ the sisters mxfwdi 
their chairs back, and pursued their 
needle-work with redoubled industry. 

Mr. Athelstone took a hasty survey of 
the Grand-Pensionary's letter ; and fold^ 
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mg it up, repeated his former polite 
greeting with the cordiaL addition of 
taking the strangers each by the hand. 

** Pleased as I was to receive any friend 
of the Baron Hensius/' said he, ** how 
must my pleasure be increased, when I 
^ee in that friend the Marquis Santa 
Cruz '/• 

<< The Marquis Santa Cruzi'' repeated 
Mrs. Coningsby, in a tone of delightful 
isurprizie. 

' The Pastor smiled;. — *< Your name, 
my lord, has long been with us. Fame 
liad given it to the world at large ; but it 
was brought to our remote shores by your 
noble antagonist Prince Eugene of Sa* 
voy/* 

With a bow to the implied compliment^ 
the Marquis inquired how recently the 
Prince had been in England. 

•* Not very lately/* replied Mr, Athel- 
stone, << my acquaintance with His High- 
aoiess must be dated one and twenty years 
back; in the spring of 1704, when he 
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came to England on a secret mission from 
the Emperor of Germany. — Having 
gamed our queen^s concurrfence to sup- 
port the Imperialists against Bavaria, 
Prince Eugene and the Duke of Marlbo- 
rough embarked for Holland. Stress of 
weather drove their vessel on this coast. 
I then inhabited Bamborough-Castle, 
during the absence of my brother Sir 
Hedworth Athelstone ; and going to the 
beach to offer the usual assistance to dis- 
tressed mariners, 1 discovered my friend 
the Duke, and his noble compeer, in two 
nameless passengers; They took up their 
residence with me till the tempest sub- 
sided, and it lasted many days ; but re- 
maining unknown to the country, they 
gave the whole of their society to myself 
and my niece. It was then, my lord, that 
in discoursing on the great and good of 
all countries, Prince Eugene named with^ 
friendship the Marquis Santa Cruz ; who, 
he said, had baffled his best military skill 
the preceding year in Italy.'* 
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An answering glow of generous admi- 
ration su£^sed the face of the Marquis. 
«• Eugene of Savoy/' returned he, " can 
aff(n*d such acknowledgements^ And* 
that I did discover, and baffle liis designs 
before the dyke of Zero, I have ever con- 
sidered . the proudest fortune which has 
hitherto been granted to my military ca« 
reer. Since that period, I have often met 
the Prince, both in the field and in the 
cabinet : and in every character, whether 
ss soldier or as statesman, he has mani- 
fested that nobleness of soul which com* 
mands alike the confidence of friends and 
of enemies/* 

A blush overspread the fine, though 
matron features of Mrs. Coningsby. 
.** Ah, my dear imcle," cried she, ** why 
does not Louis hear this, &om the Mar« 
^liis Saj^f4 Cruz ?" Then rising, she said 
she would enquire about his return, and 
left the room* 

*< Does Mrs. Coningsby speak of her 
mm ?'' asked the Marquis. 

s 6 
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" No/* said the Pastor, ** the young 
man she alludes to is the son of her elder 
sister, now in a better world. His father, 
you doubtless know ; the Baron de Rip* 
perda.** 

" 1 have not been in Spain these ten 
years," replied the Marquis; ^'but I 
know the Baron is now there ; and intro- 
ducing plans of internal policy, worthy 
the emulationr of his own times, and the 
gratitude of future ages. — Before happy 
circumstances restored him to Spain, it 
was never my good fortune to meet him 
m any of my accidental visits ta the Ne* 
therlands.'' 

Mr. Athelstone and his noble guest 
continued their discourse on the public 
history of the Baron^ de Ripperdia. Re- 
marking, with some loyal animadversions^ 
on his father Don Juan de Montemar 
Duke de Ripperda, who^ in resentment 
for some slight from his sovereign, left 
Spain for the Netherlands ; and, joining 
himself to the United States^ exehanged 
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his Spanish rank for that of a northern 
baron. — While the Marquis regretted 
that his son, the present illustrious Rip'* 
perda^ had ever belonged to any other 
country than that of his ancestors, he ex-* 
patiated with the pride of a Spaniard on 
the talents which were now reclaimed by 
their parent land. Mr. Aihelstone, who 
had all the old-fashioned notions respect-* 
ing (tmor patruBj refined that the satis- 
factc»y accomplishment of Baron de Rip* 
perda's mission as ambassador from the 
Netherlands to Madrid, had empowered 
him to resign with honour his bonds to 
their country ; and to resume his heredi-* 
tary rights in Spain in the manner best 
calculated to re-establish his house, and 
to transmit the anciait glories of his 
&mily. 

While the Pastor and his guest Were 
engaged in this conversation, Ferdinand 
leaned exhai^ted in his chair ; and had 
leisure to survey the domestic scene 
around him ; so different from the so- 
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litude he had anticipated in the cofU 
demned cell qf the heretic Cura of the 
island ! • — From the window of the room 
in which he now sat, still issued the light 
he had seen from afar ; and which had 
beaconed his weary steps to his present 
comfortable station by its source; a 
cheerful fire, and a cluster of blazing 
candles on its diinmey-piece. 

Ferdinand could not have been so long 
in Italy without forming a taste in ar- 
chitecture; and he contemplated with 
admiring curiosity this specimen/of (Jothic 
Workmanship. It was of a cinque*foil 
shape, . supported by short columns on 
brackets, and adorned with a projecting 
frieze, on which stood the lighted branches^ 
with alabaster vases full of autumnal 
flowers. It appeared to have been tranSr 
lated from some building of older date ; 
and) indeed, little more than a century 
before, this very ar<?h had mantled the 
Abbot's hearth in the gpod monaster jr 
of liiidisfariie. : , . . 
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: Ferdinand next looked at the oak- 
pannelled vails of the ro(>tti, enlivened 
by a range of fine portraits in carved 
febony frames. These, with a cabinet of 
curious china, a harpsichord, a well* 
istored bookfcase, and tlie usual comple- 
ment of sofas and chairs, completed the 
furniture; He did not take so cursory 
a view of its inhabitants. The venerable 
lAaster of the house sat on one side of 
the fire-place, talking with the Marquis. 
His silvered hair and benign countenance, 
blanched and worn by seventy winters, 
^etemed to announce how nearly the di- 
Tine spirit within had shaken off its 
feaithly t^^macle. The Marquis had 
never before regarded an avowed mi- 
nister of the Reformi^tion, ^ without a 
tiistance in his manner that proclaimed 
/ em near pollution! but now he sat 
listening to the Pastor with so cordiail 
an air, that Ferdinand murmured to 
Wmself ; " Ah ! my fether, it is too late 
for your unhappy son, should your pre^ 
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sdnt fedings towai'ds that good msaif 
indeed, draw away the only prejudice 
from your noble heart !*' He sighed 
heavily, and turned his attention to the 
other side of the room. 

The sisters had withdrawn their chairs 
far from the fire-side circle, and were 
plying their needles with indefatigable 
diligence. Cornelia's raven hair was 
braided back from her ^polished brow, 
and confined in a knot with a gold bod* 
kin. The majestic contour of her fea- 
tures suited well with her Roman name ; 
and the simplicity of the plain white 
garment in which she was arrayed, bar* 
monized with the modest digqity of a 
figure, which proclaimed in every move* 
ment that the nobility of the soul needs no 
foreign ornalment ! As her fair hand tra* 
Versed the embroidery frame, Ferdinand 
turned from these lofty beauties, to the 
gentle Alice? whose charms, if of a 
feebler, were of a subtler force. Her 
jiead, which moved about rather oftener 
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than her mbet^n, ia search of ailk, scis- 
sors, and needles^ gave free scope to the 
eontemplation of the young Spaniard. 
She appeared several years younger than 
Cornelia. Her form was fairy in its pro- 
portions; slight, airy, and apparently 
impalpable to aught but the touch of a 
sylph. Her azure eyes, gjlancing around 
for what she sought^ shone so lucidly 
bright from under her flaxen locks, that 
Ferdinand thought he had never seen 
eyes so beautiful ; " Never," said he to 
himself^ ^* so divinely innocent; never 
90 irresisdhly exhilarating^'' 

He continued to gaze, till some bitter 
recollections caused him to cover hi» 
eyes with his hand ; but soon withdraw* 
is^ it, he looked again upon Alice ; and 
longed to hear her speak, while a sudden 
self-gratulation on how fluently he could 
himself discourse in English, animated 
his before languid features. He observed 
her turn her head towards the yet un- 
curtained window. The moon was now 
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holding her bright coucse in the heavens, 
without meeting the. passing shadow of a 
single cloud. He seized the opportunity: 
to address the sisters^ and remarked the 
beauty of the night. 

^< It IS calmer than usual, after so tern-- 
pestuous a. day/' observed Cornelia. 

*^ I am glad the winds are quiet/' said 
Alice } " for we may now look for Louis, 
without fear of the breakers/* 

F^rdinaiid Squired wheth^ her cousin 
w^r^ to cros& the sea tl^ night. 

^* W'e- hope so," replied she; •* he 
went yesterday to* Bamborough Castle ; 
and I am sure nothing but the storm 
prevented his returning to us this mom* 

" Whatever may be the attraetiQUs o£ 
Bamboroiigh Castie," rejoined Ferdinand,. 
" I cannot be surprised your -cou^n 
should prefer his home to all other 
places/* He accompanied this remark 
with that sort of smile and bow to Alice, 
which a w4»aHnft of the. world would have 
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understood as a compliment to herself; 
but Alice was too ignorant of the gal^^ 
lantries of fashionable society^ to see any 
thing in this, but the obvious meaning 
of the words. Cornelia received the 
speech as her sister had done ; and ex- 
claimed with a sigh, ** I widi Louis did 
prefer his h<xne to all other places !'' 

** Why say that, Cornelia?'' said 
Alice; " you know how he loves us. all; 
how he despises the people be meets at 
the Castie ; and .you. cannot seriously 
doubt our dear JDonis's pr^ferenoe. of 
home to all other places P* . . 
. OPerdinand did not perceive the grounds 
of conclusion wbich the fair Alice drew 
iroiki her argument,, but he admired her 
bdghtening eyes as shei uttei^ed this 
hasty defence; which' he rqadily appre'< 
hended.was intended, rather as a pallia- 
aijon to him of her cousin's absence, than 
any refistation to: her sister. Corneliir 
appeared td understand >the sslme; for 
she did not reply, but pensively re* 
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sumed her embroidery. Alice now be<« 
eame confused.; regarding the silence 
of her sister as a reproof for her having 
said so much before a stranger, she 
turned away her head, and with trem- 
bling hands re-commenced her work.— 
Ferdinand did not withdraw his eyes from 
the little table. He wished to see the 
fortunate cousin, upon whom these lovely 
sisters lavished so much solicitude ; and 
he was curious to know who the inhabit- 
ants of the castle were, whose attractions 
could e:scite jealouisy in young women so 
full of charms. 

While be was thus ruminating, Mrs. 
Coningsby entered, to lead her uncle's 
guests to the supper room. Before they 
obeyed her hospitable summons, the 
Marquis requested that he and his son 
might retire to disencumber themselves 
of their travelling accoutremente ; and 
when they had withdrawn, the Pastor 
took that interval to- Inform his nici<^ 
and daughtens, that the noble Spaniards 
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were to be his guests for some days.—* 
He read apart to Mrs. Coningsby, the 
passage of Baron Hensius's letter, wliich 
mentioned that Don Ferdinand d'Osorio» 
the Marquis's only son, was the primary 
cause of this visit to England. — On the 
Marquis's recall from hi^ diplomatic 
situation in Italy, he stopped a few 
months at Vienna, where his wife's 
family reside. In that city, Don Fer- 
dinand was seized with a fever on his 
spirits, which menaced his life. — Me4i- 
cal skill was exhausted; and as a lost 
hope, the physicians ordered him to 
travel. His father knew this darling son 
had a fatal bond in the Austrian capital } 
be therefore saw no alternative but to 
apply secretly to Spain for the royal 
mandate, to send both father and son 
on a seemingly official tour . to Holland 
and Great Britain. It arrived, and the 
travellers set forward. In HoUand, Don 
Ferdinand's disorder re-doubled. — The 
Anisjt^rdam physicians reco^mpended ftseft 
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voyage, and the bracing air of the north ; 
and as the desponding invalid now ap- 
peared indifferent to his fate, the Marquis 
determined on entering Great Britain by 
Scotland. He knew that Lindisfame, 
the Holy Island of unnumbered saints, 
lay in the way; and full of parental 
anxiety, he formed a wish, which he 
communicated to Baron Hensius, of pro- 
pitiating a peculiar blessing on this part 
of his tour, by paying his vows at the 
shrine of Saint Cuthbert. 

" My friend warns me," continued 
the Pastor, addressing his younger nieces 
as well as their mother; « that the 
Marquis Santa Cruz is a Roman Catho- 
lic in the severest sense of the term. — 
That his mind, enlightened on every 
other subject, is here under an impene- 
trable cloud. Indeed, his errand hither is 
k sufficient proof of his mental darkness. 
He brings his son to this island, to totich 
the dead marfs boneSf and be healed ; and 
he neglects the living presence of his 
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Saviour, who has only to will it, and it 
is done ! — Oh, mj children, here is a 
lesson to humble the pride of intdlect, 
and to fill you with awe before the Crea- 
tor of your xeaaon, and the revealer of 
his word ! — Reason, when hearkening ' 
to revelation, must be as a littie child; 
not as an idiot, that receives all, and 
does all, without understanding the 
nature of the command : — ■• but as a little 
child, humble and intelligent, eager to 
apprehend the truth, and ready to obey 
it. Such a little child as that whidi 
appeared with the Doctors in the Temple, 
hearing and asking them questions. 
Mark you ! — He did not then- speak as 
tme having authority^ but he came to 
hear, and to inquire! — In all things. 
Me is our example; and that exam^ 
bids us search the Scriptures for truth ; 
and to apply to God alone, through one 
Mediator for salvation here and here** 
^fter." 

Mrs. Coningsby did not answer hef 
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uncle, but pressed the hands of hef 
iistening daughters ; who cast down 
their eyes in reverence of their beloved 
•teacher and his divine subject. — Mn 
Athelstone paused a few minutes^ and 
resumed. 

" The Grand-Pensionary, being aware 
how happy I should be to see the Mar* 
quis Santa Cruz, and to render every 
service in my power to his invalid son, 
gave him this letter, which has introduced 
to us two isuch interesting persons. — 
So now, my dear niece, you must do 
your part, in the shape of atred rooms 
and nourishing diet; and I will try to 
perform mine so, as to induce the &ther 
and son to become our guests for as 
many weeks, as they have purposed days: 
— They would be visitors after Louisas 
own heart.'* 

** I thought the young Spanish noble* 
man looked very ill," observed Alice in 
a tone of pity j " he leaned so languidly 
in his chair} and his large dark eyes 
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I 

ujoved so heavily, it seemed a labour for 
him to turn them even from me to my 
sister j though we sat close together. -- 
Poor youug man j — And how kindly 
he asked about Louis' — Did not yon, 
Cornelia, think he looked ill ?'* 

« Indeed,** said her sister, " I scarcely 
noticed his looks at all; which I am 
sorry for. — He must have thought us 
most unfeelingly inattentive, to allow an 
invahd to sit so long in a hot room with 
that heavy cloak on." 

" I rather think the fault was mine," 
rejoined their mother, « but the remem- 
brances of past days had totally obscured 
present objects. And, as another proof 
of it, my dear Sir ;" said she, turning to 
the Pastor; « I had forgotten to tell 
you that the boatman has returned from 
Bamborough without Louis ; and bearing 
no other message than Sir Anthony 
Athelstone's respects, and Mr. de Monte- 
mar win remain at the castle the remainder 
of the xoeek" 

VOL. I. c 
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Further remarks were prevented by 
tlie re-entrance of the travellers. They 
were conducted by their hospitable host 
to the supper-room ; and after partaking 
of its northern fare with good appetites,, 
Mrs. Coningsby led the Marquis and his 
son to the doors of their apartments, 
where she bade them adi^u for the 
night. 



( «7 ) 



^ CHAP. IL 

Febdinand arose Bext morning at a laftfe. 
hour^ refreshed and lighter in spirits thaa 
he had been of a long time. The day 
was bright and balmy ; and when he de- 
scended to the breakfast room, the Mar- 
quis glanced at his renovated appearance^ 
and addressingMr. Athelstone, exclaimed 
— " Already my son's cheerful counte- 
nance bears witness to the efficacy of this 
blessed spot !" 

The family of the Pastor were assem- 
bled round the table ; Mrs. Coningsby 
presided over the dispersion of her ira- 
gtant tea ; and her daughters, blooming 
with the freshness of the dewy flowers, 
did the honours of the coffee and knead- 
ed cakes. Social converse, augmenting 
in interest with its prolongation, sue- 

c 2 
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ceeded the hospitable meal, till Mr. 
Athelstone observed Ferdinand turn his 
eyes wistfully towards the open window. 
The light foliage of the spruce, which bent 
towards it, floated into the room on the' 
gentle impulse of a soft south wind ; and 
the aromatic breath that followed, seemed 
to be regarded by the young Spaniard as 
an invitation to taste its fragrance 
nearer. The Pastor, who anticipated 
the wishes of invalids with the same 
solicitude he would administer a salutary^ 
medicine, turned to his young nieces, 
and desired they would put on their hats, 
and introduce Don Ferdinand to their 
Michaelmas-daisies, The ladies withdrew; 
and Ferdinand, not requiring a second 
permission, was soon in the little porch, 
ready to accompany his fair conductors. 
The youthful party had scarcely with- 
drawn, . before a note was brought from 
Bamborough Castle. It was in answer 
to one the Pastor had dispatched that 
morning to Sir Anthony Athelstone, to 
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explain the necessity of Louis's immedi- 
ate return to the Island. Mr. Athelstone 
took the letter^ and read as follows : 

" To the Reverend Richard Athelstone. 

" Sir Anthony Athelstone is very sen- 
sible of the respect due to his reverend 
Uncle, and to his noble guests; but 
Louis de Montemar being engaged with 
a hunting-party, it is impossible he can 
have the honour of waiting upon them.'' 

^< Bamborough Castle, 
Saturday Mom. 

r 

" From what I can gather from the 
man who brought the letter. Sir ;" said 
the old servant who had delivered it, 
" the Duke of Wharton is at the Castle." 

At this intimation, an unusual colour 
spread over the face of Mr. Athelstone. 
« Peter, that cannot be ! ~ With all Sir 
Anthony's errors, he will not forfeit the 
honour of a gentleman !" 

Peter bowed his grey head, and re- 

c 3 
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spectfully answered ; " The lad. Sir, who 
brought that note, told me a fine Duke 
from foreign parts, with a company of 
ladies and gentlemen, came yesterday 
through all the storm to the Castle ; and 
they were so merry and frolicsome, they 
sat up all night dancing, and singing 
outlandish songs, which the butler, who 
understands tongues, told him were ar- 
rant Jacobite/' 

Mr, Athelstone rose hastily from his 
«eat. — « Peter, I am afraid you are 
right/* — Peter bowed again, and with- 
drew, -r- Mr. Athelstone re-seated him- 
self, and for a moment covered his dis- 
composed features with his. hand. 

" I remember the -Duke of Wharton 
eight years ago in Paris,'' said the Mar- 
quis J « I think it was in the summer of 
1716 J when he came to pay his homage 
to the illustrious widow of King James 
of England. — Wharton was then a very 
young man, hardly of age ; certainly not 
arrived at the years of discretion j for 
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with a genius that equalled him in some 
respects to the maturest minds in France* 
he was perpetually reminding us <^ his 
real juvenility, by the boyish extravgr 
gance of his passions : — And I have 
since heard that time has not tamed 
them." 

<< It seldom does," exclaimed the 
Pastor, ** when the reins have dnce been 
given to their impulse. — Oh| my dear 
Lord, where-ever human passion is, 
the law of reason and lawleiss appetite 
contend there, like ISatan aod the arch- 
angel. — Duke Wharton has yielded the 
mastery to the ill spirit : — and he is the 
less pardonable, his intellectual endow- 
ments being equal to any resistance. If 
the man who only hides hi$ one taknt, meet 
condemnation { what will be the etehial 
fate of him, who debases a countless por^p 
tion, to decorate the loathsomeness of 
sin ?" 

Mr. Athelstone paused a few mpmentSy 
and then added : -^ ^< I have so great a 

c 4 



52 THE PASTOR'S PIRE-SIDE. 

horror of the contagion of such charac- 
ters, that I made it a point with Sir 
Anthony, he would never, willingly, bring 
his nephew into the company of this 
dangerous nobleman ; and how it has 
happened now, I cannot guess. Some 
imexpected circumstance must have 
brought him to the Castle. For you 
know, Mrs, Coningsby, your brother has 
always been scrupulous of a promise.*' 

" Hitherto ;** replied ^e *« but if we 
have rightly explained Peter's account, 
we cannot consider Sir AnUiony's present 
detention of Louis, as any thing less than 
a breach of promise to you.** 

The Pastor looked more disturbed.-— 
" When the tide serves in the after- 
noon,** cried he, " 1 will cross to Bam- 
borough myself; and if I find that my 
confidence has been abused, I shall then 
know my course." 

" Not that my uncle doubts our 
nephew's steadiness in despising the 
follies of Duke Wharton ;'* said Mrs. Con- 
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ingsby, addressing their guest } " but no 
engagements ought to be broken with 
impunity.*' 

" Pardon me, madam," returned the 
Marquis, ** if I say that we should cru- 
elly betray our young people, if we did 
not so far doubt their steadiness, as al- 
ways to do our utmost to withdraw them 
from every separate temptation to vice 
or folly ? — I hold it as great a sin to rush 
unnecessarily into occasions of moral con- 
test, as to fall by the temptation when it 
comes unsought. Man should neither 
tempt himself, nor sutler others to be 
tempted, when he can put in a preven- 
tion. I am, therefore, thoroughly of Mr. 
Athelstone's opinion, not to allow Mr. 
de Montemar to remain an hour that he 
can prevent, within the influence of the 
Duke of Wharton.'* 

The Pastor was roused from anxious 
meditation^ by the last remark of Santa 
Cruz. And as Mrs. Coningsby soon 
afler left the room, he. put his hand upon 

c 5 
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the arm of the Marquis^ and conducting 
him by a side door into his library ; " My 
good Lord,'* said he, ** your observations 
are so just ; that, as I may appear to have 
acted inconsistently with what I consci* 
entiously approve, by having permitted 
my nephew to go at all where he is liable 
to meet the Duke ; you must allow me 
to explain the peculiar circumstances 
which compelled my assent/' 

« I shall be glad, reverend Sir," return- 
^ the Marquis, taking a seat, *< to hear 
what can be urged in defence of subject- 
ing the waxen nature of youth to the im- 
pressions of perverting society. By pain- 
ful experience, I know the trial to be 
perilous." — The last sentence was fol- 
lowed by a sudden coldness in his air to- 
wards the Pastor, which passed unfelt» 
because it was unobserved. 

Unconscious of what really actuated 
the remarks of his auditor, with a be- 
mga smile Mr. Atbektone resumed. — 

<< Your Lordship must indulge me witb 
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listening to a little family history, as a 
preliminary to my apology? — else, I 
know not how to make you perfectly uh- 
derstand my situation with regard to my 
nephew Sir Anthony Athelstone." 

The Marquis bowed, and Mr, Athel- 
stone proceeded. — 

" My only brother, the late Sir Hed- 
worth Athelstone, was the father of the 
present Sir Anthony, and of two daughters. 
Theeldest,Loui$a, was the motherof Louis 
de Montemar ; and the youngest, Cathe- 
rine, you have seen in Mrs. Coningsby. 
My brother's wife died the same year in 
which her ^husband received the com- 
mands of his sovereign to go embassador- 
extraordinary to the Netherlands. Loui- 
sa's health having been impaired by at- 
tendance on her mother. Sir Hedworth 
made her the companion of his embassy. 
At the Hague they met the Baron de Rip- 
perda. He was struck with my niece at 
first sight. And indeed she was the most 
beautiful creature these eyes ever beheld ! 

c 6 
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— My Lord» you will see a manly copy 
of this angelic being, in her not unwor- 
thy son. Before she went abroad, sl>e 
had refused the hands of some of the 
first men in England ; for her accomplish- 
ments and her virtues were equal to her 
beauty. My brother had always left her 
to her own choice. He admired the Ba- 
ron de Ripperda ; and when she granted 
him permission to address her, Sir Hed- 
worth sanctioned her acquiescence with 
pride and joy. I think I can recollect 
the very words he wrote to me on the day 
of her nuptials. I have often repeated 
them, though not lately ; — yet I will 
recall them.** 

The venerable man leaned back in his 
chair, and shutting his eyes in silent re- 
collection, in a few minutes repeated these 
words of the letter. 

« Congratulate me, wjr brother /" said 
he, **This morning I have bestowed the 
hand of our darling Loiusa upon WilHam 
de Montemar Baron de Ripperda. I need 
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not enlarge in his praise : I haoe named 
the Baron de Ripperda ; and in that name 
all human excellence is comprised. My 
Jull heart, overflowing with happiness, has 
but one wish ungratified. Richard, am I 
tmgrateful to the Giver of all good f But 
my tears are rum falling, that I eiyoy it 
without the participation of her beloved 
mother. Oh, that she had lived to see this 
blissfid day /'' 

The pious narrator paused a moment, 
drew his hand over his eyes ; and then re- 
sumed his story in his usual manner. — - 

" Thus did my brother write, in the 
exultation of his heart. And every suc- 
ceeding letter contained similar intelli- 
gence of Louisa's happiness ; of the high- 
minded patriotism of her husband ; of 
the honour in which he was ' held by the 
States ; and of the anxious joy which 
agitated them all^ in the project of an 
heir to this , treasure of felicity. Think, 
then, my dear Marquis, what were the 
feelings with which I read a long<^xpected 
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letter from the Hague ! I had impa- 
tiently g^waited what seemed so strangely 
withheld. It was to tell me of the birth 
of the anticipated blessing. The letter 
came» sealed with black. — An heir had 
been bom, according to hope, but the 
mother was no more. — - Louisa's delicate 
frame had perished in the trial of that 
dreadful period. She lingered three 
weeks after the morning of her child's 
birth, and then died in the arms of her 
husband and of her father. Next day the 
afflicted parent wrote to me. How dif- 
ferently did this letter conclude from the 
one in which he announced her mar- 
riage r* 

Again the Pastor leaned back in bis 
chair, and closed his eyes ; but he also 
pressed them down with his hand, as he' 
proceeded to quote his brother's words.-— 

" / come to yotiy Bichardj with aU that 
remains to me of my too precious Louisa. 
— &o youngy so beautifuU so beloved f — 
Ripperda has resigned her in^nt to my 
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tare^ When he consented to my earnest 
supplication^ he pressed the poor uncon^ 
sciotis babe to his weeping Jace^ and then 
putting him into my arms : — Take hinh 
Sir Hedworth ! (cried he) What compen^ 
sation is too dear to the father of my lost 
Louisa ? He then rushed from the roorn^ 
and I h(we not seen him since. I thank 
my Gody her mother is spared t/iis last blow^ 
which has laid my grey hairs in the dustJ*^ 

As Mft Athelstone closed these re- 
Ibembrances^ with a silent address to the 
Being in whose peace now rested the pa- 
rent with his child ; the Marquis wiped 
the starting tears from his eyes, — a payse 
of a few minutes ensued ; and then the 
good man, turning with a serene aspect 
to his auditor, resumed. — 

" My brother retiuned to Bamborough- 
Castle. He found ine there, with his 
sole-remaining daughter. Early in the 
succeeding year, Catherine gave her hand 
to Mr. Coningsby. Not to to leave my 
brother quite alone, I bencefoith conti* 
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nued to divide my time between the ex- 
ercise of my parochial duties, and assist- 
ing him in the delightful task of unfolding 
the mental faculties of my infant nephew* 
But the drooping spirits of Sir Hedworth 
were daily depressed by cares more heavy 
to be borne than anxiety for the sick, or 
sorrow for the dead. Almost every post 
brought him accounts of his son's follies 
at college, or in town ; and few were the 
weeks which past without calling on his 
purse for some disbursement to redeem 
the pledged honour of this unthinking 
young man. Mr. Coningsby died the 
sixth year after his marriage; and not 
leaving a son, his entailed property went 
to the male heir ; but his daughters halve, 
nevertheless, very noble fortunes. Sir 
Hedworth and myself were constituted 
their guardians ; and as the best means of 
rendering them protection, my brother 
invited their mother from the dismal asso- 
ciations of a jointure-house, to her for* 
mer home. Poor Catherine gladly obeyed 
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the paternal voice : — and time went 
smoothly over our heads, till the day on 
which Louis de Montemar attained his 
tenth year. It was always a sacred anni- 
versary with my brother ; and on that 
evening, while kneeling in his closet, he 
was called to a blessed re-union with her 
he had so long mourned. 

" My nephew Anthony hurried from 
London to take possession of his inheri- 
tance. He expressed satisfaction at find- 
ing his uncle and his young nephew in the 
Castle ; and requested his sister to honour 
his table by keeping her place at its head. 
Notwithstanding the happy promise of 
this conduct, (for Sir Anthony is kind 
and liberal to objects in his sight;) we 
soon found that Bamborough, under its 
new master, was not a fit residence for 
Mrs. Coningsby and her children. In 
short, he was too much a man of plea- 
sure to allow of even the common re- 
straints usual in a family on the recent 
loss of its head.' Whilst the hatchment 
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was yet 'over the door> the Castle conti- 
nued to overflow with visitors of the gay* 
est order ; and amongst the most conspi- 
cuous were the dissipated Earl of War^ 
wick, and the no less worthless Duke of 
Wharton. Hunting all the morning; 
feasting all the day ; and revelling all the 
night with wine, cards, music, and dance ; 
formed the unvarying diary of the so 
lately revered Bamborough. In vain I 
remonstrated with my nephew on these 
pursuits ; on the evils of his example to 
the county ^ and the prejudice he wa9 
doing to his fortune and his reputation. 
To be rid of my arguments, he frequently 
admitted their reasonableness ; but they 
produced no amendment in his conduct. 
In short, the castle of my fathers had now 
become a Babylon, from which I saw the 
necessity of bearing away my innocent 
charges, while they were yet too young 
to be contaminated* In right of my mo- 
ther Lady Cornelia Percy, Morewick- 
hall, on the Coquet, belongs to me* But 
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as my pastoral care was constantly re- 
quired at Bamborough, or in this island, 
I had never resided on my inheritance. 
I now wished to make it the home of my 
niece, and her children, till they became 
of age. She gladly embraced my pro- 
posal. And the young Louis, though 
the indulged-plaything of the whole 
party, so far from expressing regret at 
leaving the castle, heard our arrangement 
with joy. This may appear more than 
natural in a boy hardly elevei^ years of 
age ; but a little aifair which took place 
at that time, will make his acquiescence 
very qr(e(|[ble. 

*< It was during the Christmas of the 
very year in which you met Duke Whar- 
ton at Paris, that he made his brilliant 
but baneful appearance at Bamborough. 
He took an immediate fancy to Loujs ; 
who was a fine spirited boy, full of en- 
terprixe and invincible good-humour. 
The Duke delighted in betting on his 
youthful talents, against the maturest ac- 
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quirements in the castle. He exulted in 
the leaps he made him take on horseback ; 
on the precision of his eye, in firing at a 
mark ; and the dexterity with which he 
disarmed almost every man, but himself, 
in the practice of the foils. Even in this 
there was much to blame. But one even- 
ing, when Sir Anthony and the Duke 
were wearied of the rest of the company, 
and withdrawn to another room were sit- 
ting over their wine, a sudden whim seized 
their own half-tipsey fancies, to send Louis 
in masquerade to surprise the boisterous 
group below. Louis was summoned j and, 
innocent of their intention, hastened to 
his uncle. In the ardour of their frolic, 
they told him they meant to dress him in 
vine branches, and priming him with 
wine, introduce him as the festive god 
to the worship of the revellers in the 
dining-room. The natural good-sense of 
the boy started at the proposal ; and he 
modestly refused to comply. — They per- 
suaded, ^hey flattered, they threatened j 
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but in vain. Both resolutely, and with 
tears, he declared he would not, for his 
life, do any thing so wicked. Sir An- 
thony's passionate nature was in a blaze 
at this opposition. Mad with intoxica« 
tion, he threw the helpless child on the 
floor, and holding him there, called on 
his profligate companion to give him the 
Burgundy. Wharton obeyed; and the 
inhuman uncle poured so great a quan- 
tity down the throat of his struggling vic- 
tim, that the poor child was taken up in- 
sensible. He was carried to bed; und 
passed the remainder of the night in deli- 
rium and fever. 

" I was then on one of my occasional 
visits to Lindisfarne. But on my return 
next day, the whple was told me by Mrs. 
Coningsby. Full of horror at the rela- 
tion, I gave instant orders for our depar- 
ture ; and was passing along the gallery be- 
fpre the servants, who were supporting the 
suffering child to the carriage when 1 en- 
countered, my graceless n^haw. ** An^ 
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thony !" cried I, in the burst of my in- 
dignation ; " you have committed an out- 
rage against the morals and life of this 
innocent child, that will cry against you 
at the gates of Eternal Justice !" Sir 
Anthony stood confounded; but Duke 
Wharton, who was just atiiis back, with 
affected solemnity, exclaimed — " It is 
a prophet who speaks ! — Let us take care 
that in to-morrow's hunt, the foxes do 
not ape the bears of old, and turn upon 
and rend us !" — The sarcasm of the 
young libertine, and his irreverent allu- 
sion to Scripture, recalled me to a sense 
of my own unrestrained violence ; and 
turning again to my nephew with a more 
collected manner, " Sir Anthony, (said 
I) I do not reply to your companion; 
having no hope that human reasoning can 
make any good impression on a mind 
which studies revelation only to us^ it to 
blasphemy. But for you, the son of ^ 
virtuous father, and a pious mother ! — 
ijLecall to your remembirsuice iheit happy 
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lives, their honourable reputations, and 
their blessed deaths! And, notwith- 
standing all your wit, your merriment, 
and your splendour, your heart will whis* 
per, that in comparison with them, you 
are wretched, despised, and now stand 
on the brink of everlasting perdition !" 
Sir Anthony remained silent and coa* 
fused; but the hardened Duke, making 
me a gay bow, put his arm through the 
Baronet's, and with a jerk turned him 
into the billiard-room. 

** Eight years elapsed before I saw my 
ill-directed nephew again. — Having es- 
tablished a truly Christian minister at 
Bamborough, I henceforth passed the 
winter months at More wick-hall with Mrs. 
Coningsby, And how different from the 
society of the castle was that which visited 
our residence, and assisted to develope the 
opening minds of our young charges ! 
Sir Richard Steele, Mr. Craggs, and Mn 
Addison, were severally our guests. In 

shqrt, my dear sir, I drew around me a 
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kind of college for my pupils ; and be- 
sides the persons named, many others of 
humbler note, but equal merit, were our 
constant visitors. One half of the year 
I devoted to the inspection of my curate's 
ministry j and for that purpose fixed my 
summer residence in this island. Louis 
always accompanied me to Lindisfarne; 
as I considered it my duty, as well as my 
delight, to share with his various tutors, 
the anxious task of turning to good ac- 
count the rich soil of his mind. His na- 
ture is so enquiring and ambitious, we had 
rather to restrain than to stimulate his abi- 
lities ; and they have ever pointed to a 
military career. I tried to incline him to, 
the calmer paths of life ; but it was stem- 
ming a torrent. His spirit is determined 
to excess. And ha\ing fixed his heart on 
the reputation of a Nassau or a Marlbo- 
rough, he directs his studies with an un- 
deviating aim to that point. If he begin 
any language, science, or art, he pursues 
it steadily till he gains either a perfect 

10 
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knowledge of its principles ; or at least 
Acquires as much as his teacher can give 
him. He will not hear of a slight know- 
ledge of any thing ; therefore^ what he 
does not wish to master, he never at- 
tempts at alL In short, his talents take 
the form of passions ; and are not to be 
exhausted by the. continuance or impetus* 
osity of their course.*-* 

From strong interest, the Marquis had 
hitherto forborne to interrupt Mr. Athel- 
stone ; . but he could not now help ex* 
claiming — " Oh, Sir, what a perilous 
character have you described! — How 
great is the responsibility of the man who 
is to guide and impel this youth ! Virtue 
and vice contend alike for the direction 
of such spirits : — and you are answer- 
able to his father and to heaven, that 
these powerful impulses should not be 
turned to evil !" 

" I know it," , replied the Pastor, de-» 
voutly bowing his head to the Almighty 
Being to whom^ he especially owed this 

VOL. I. x> 



50 THE PASTOR'S FIR£-SIDB. 

responsibilitj ; ** and at present, I trust, 
those impulses are blameless* His heart 
overflows with good-will to every created 
thing ; and, (as he often says with a gay 
smile,) he seems bom with no other con- 
eem but to be happy, and to do his best 
to make others as happy as himself* Dear 
child !'' exclaimed the old man, with 
glistening eyes ; — " if that be his com-^ 
mission, he knows he fulfils it here ! — - 
For the sound of his voice, or the tread 
of his foot in the passage, is sufficient at 
any time to raise my head from my 
severest studies; and to make his aunt 
and cousins start from their chairs, to 
welcome their gladdening Louis !'* 

" And yet you trust this gay, this 
buoyant ! — this young man, constituted 
by nature, to be only too sensible to the 
world's allurements ; you trust him to 
the temptations of his uncle's roof?'* 

" Because,** replied the Pacstor, " they 
are no temptations to him. Setting aside 
the principles wi^ which rehgion for- 
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tifies his heart, his taste is too pure not 
to be disgusted with the coarse jollity of 
Sir Anthony's usual boon companions. 
These sots see nothing in their wassal- 
bowl, but the wine and its spices. It is 
the possible visits of Duke Wharton, and 
a few of his anacreontic associates, that ex- 
cite my apprehension. He drugs the cup 
with the wresth of genius. The wit, the 
grace, the sorceries of that man, indeed 
fill me with alarm : and from his society, 
as I would snatch a swimmer from the 
verge of a whirlpool, I shall hasten to 
bear away my yet uncorrupted nephew.'* 
The Marquis enquired how, with these 
sentiments, and after the rupture witk 
Sir Anthony, Mr. Athektone had ever 
suffered Louis de Montemar to touch such 
a vortex again. — Mr. Aibelstone apolo- 
gized for having digressed so long from 
this most necessary part of his narrative ; 
and proceeded to relate the accident 
which re-introduced the unde and 
nephew to. each other. What he suc-^ 
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ciactly related, is more particularly given 
thus: 

In the autumn of the preceding year, 
Louis obtained his guardian's permission 
to accompany a neighbouring gentleman 
to the Red-deer hunt at Blair Athol in 
Scotland* Chi the first day, several fine 
harts \rere roused and slain. But just 
M the two Northumbrians were seating 
themselves on a high wooded cliff to 
take some refreshment after a hot pur« 
suit, the forester who attended them 
approached, crouching on hands and 
. knees, and silently made a sign, pointing 
to tile glen beneath. — On looking where 
he levelled, they saw two fine stags upon 
a rock below, which projected over the 
river Tilt. Louis immediately took aim, 
and -shot one of them on the edge of* the 
preeip«^ ; the animal fell headlong into 
the. stream; and the lector, with his 
fUlowers, hastened down the glen to 
secure his prise. About the same in- 
stant, a huntsman^ who had been with 
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the foremost all day, from an opposite 
direction had espied the companion of 
the slain stag galloping forward in af- 
fright. He lost not a moment, but 
fired, and wounded the creature in the 
haunches. The disabled deer slackened 
his pace^ and the huntsman let a hound 
loose after him, who held him at bay on 
a high bank; but the stag recovered 
courage, and broke away again« — An* 
other dog was then unleashed, which 
brought him to a stand in a deep dell, 
filled by the current of a mountain- 
stream. This second hound ran in upon 
his antagonist, and seized him between 
the horns. The stag gored him fix)m 
shoulder to shoulder, and alarmed for 
the life of his dog, the huntsman made 
a spring into the water, to shoot the 
deer without danger to the hound. But 
in his haste, the man fell, and with his 
gun under him. At this moment the 
Northumbrians came up. Louis's conv- 
panion rashly unloosed their dogs, to 
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assist the struggling hounds of the fallen 
huntsman. The deer, the dogs, all were 
at once upon the prostrate man. He 
called for help. — The stag's foot was on 
his breast : -— the hounds crushed him as 
they sprung forward, and hung on the 
furious animal. The deer's leye-balls 
flashed fire ; he dashed his tremendous 
antlers from side to side, and seemed 
aiming their next plunge against the life 
of his fallen enemy. 

<< He is a dead man !'' cried the 
forester. But Louis drew a dirk, whicl^ 
was always his companion in these ex- 
cursions ; and throwing himself at once 
amidst the terrific group, struck it into 
the throat of the animal. — The wounded 
stag instantly recoiled, carrying away 
the weapon buried in his flesh. The 
released huntsman sprung on his legs, 
and extricating himself from the dogs, 
which hung more fiercely on their dying 
prey, staggered towards the adjacent 
bank. With the assistance of his com- 
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panions, Louis immediately conveyed the 
Minting stranger to a neighbouring lodge, 
where he soon recovered his recollection 
and wonted spirits. — Perhaps it need 
hardly be said, that this stranger was 
Sir Anthony Athelstone ! — Louis, being 
unacquainted with the alteration in his 
uncle's person, which eight years of 
intemperance had rendered bloated and 
coarse, had thus exerted himself from 
humanity alone. But when Sir Anthony 
enquired the name of his preserver, 
and learnt that he owed his life to the 
intrepidity of Louis de Montemar, the 
joy of the uncle knew no bounds. He 
embraced his nephew a thousand times; 
vow^ never to marry, that he might 
adopt him as his son ; nay, he declared, 
that from this day forward, Louis de 
Montemar should be the lord both of 
Bamborough and its master. Louis was 
afiected by his uncle's gratitude, and 
self-accusations for the cause of their 
first separation; but respectfully dc- 
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€iined resuming a stationary residence at 
the castle, though he gratefully promised 
to make his visits very frequent. 

" Providence having thus reconciled 
the uncle and nephew/' continued the 
Pastor, " how could I presume to refuse 
my sanction to the renewal of kindred 
affection r* 

The Marquis assented to the force of 
this. argument; and Mn Athelstone has- 
tened to conclude his narrative, of which 
the following is a brief summary. 

After this general amnesty, Louis con* 
tinned to visit Sir Anthony every wedk. 
And as the watchful guardian hesu*d of 
no proceedings in the baronet likely to 
injure the morals of his nephew, he'con- 
sented to his accompanying his unde 
early in the ensuing spring, to re-visit 
the scene of their happy reconciliation. 
They accordingly went to Scotland. And 
when they left the Duke of Athol's, Sir 
Anthony proposed returning home by 
Loch Rannock, and paying his respects 
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to old Robertson of Struan. Louis was 
eager to see the veteran and the poet ; 
though, from his advanced age, he ex- 
pected to find little of the lyre, and less 
of the trumpet, at his hospitable board. 

The visit was paid ; and Louis returned 
to Lindisfame in raptures with the coun- 
try he had seen ; delighted with the chief 
of Struan ; but above all, enchanted with 
one of the old man's guests. He seemed 
intoxicated with some before untasted 
pleasure, as he discoursed, full of a vague 
kind of admiration, about this extraor- 
dinary personage. Mr. Athelstone asked 
his name ; Louis replied, it was the Duke 
of Wharton, whom he remembered wheh 
a boy; and who, he recollected, had 
joined his uncle in the folly about the 
wine. The Duke came to Loch Raa- 
nock the day after Sir Anthony's arrival. 
There was a large party in the house, but 
Wharton selected Louis as his compa- 
nion ; often deserting the rest, to tide 
alone with him; and to explore with 
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fearless step, sometimes on horseback^ 
but oftener on foot, the cavemed recesses 
of the Loch) its fir-clad islands, and 
mountains of desolate sublimity. During 
their wide and stormy rambles, they vi- 
sited the house of the laird, and the 
hovel of the shepherd; pleased alike 
with the generous cheer of the one, and 
the frugal hospitality of the other. Whar- 
ton could speak Gaelic, a language of 
which his companion was totally ignorant; 
but Louis did not the less enjoy the hila- 
rity with which his noble friend pledged 
their entertainers in claret or whiskey: 
and while a rapid discourse passed in this, 
to him, unknown tongue, he did not the 
less sympathise in the pleasure with 
which gentle and semple seemed to regard 
their animated guest. Men, women, of 
all ages and degrees, thronged around 
their illustrious visitor. Sometimes he 
was serious, sometimes he was gay ; but 
still he spoke in Gaelic ; and all changes 
renewed their acclamations of delight. 
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When Louis narrated these particulais 
at the tea*table in Lindifi&rae, Mr. 
Athelstone sighed, and thought that in 
this fortnight's sojourn at Rannock, his 
nephew Jiad 4seen too much, or too lit- 
tle of this extraordinary man. How- 
ever, he would not risk knowing all 
that passed, by any immediate observa- 
tion to damp the ardour of Louis's £raidc 
communicativeness. His cousins were 
eager listeners ; and he went raptu- 
rously on, describing the Duke as the 
most fascinating being on earth. So pro- 
found in his reflections; so careless in 
his manner of uttering them; so con- 
scious of his fine person, and yet so 
gracefully negligent of its effect; so 
dignified in his carriage, and yet so 
boyishly fond of mirth; that the mis^ 
chief he played ever found a ready ex- 
cuse, in the ingenuity of its contrivance, 
or the frank apology of the lai^hing 
perpetrator. 

" I would say," exclaimed Louis, 
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^* that he is the merriest devil I ever saw, 
if I could give so poor a name to so rich 
a wit !" 

« Call him Belial/' said the Pastor, 
with a meaning smile ; '< and you will 
name him rightly/' 

Louis laughed; and replied, — " If you 
will have him a fallen angel, he must be 
Satan himself: 

For such high- reaching thought, and port superb. 
Could ne'er be native with the grov'ling crew 
That sunk in raging Phlegethon !'' 

The Pastor shook his head with another 
smile ; and Louis ran on, talking of the 
Duke's lofty demeanor at one season ; of 
its playful condescension at another: and 
in the guileless exhilaration of his own 
heart, described. the air with which Whar- 
ton drank his Burgundy ; how he graced 
each draught with a brilliant song, adapted 
by himself to words of Horace Or Ana- 
creon, in their original language. Then he 
spoke of the Duke's eloquent criticisms oil 
the classics j of his wit in apt references 
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to them, and to the best writers of France 
and Italy ; and of the sportive manner 
with which he trifled with the foibles of 
the company around him ; — " seeming," 
continued Louis, <* to stoop from his na- 
tive height, merely to skim the grosser 
element, in condescending fellowship 
with those heavy sons of earth. And 
the Duke tells me the change is plea- 
sant; for it is only burrowing a little 
amongst the gnomes, to enjoy with 
keener relish the etherial joys of the up- 
per regions !'* 

" Here, my Lord," continued the Pas- 
tor, in his narrative to the Marquis, ^* was 
the snare I had dreaded. When we were 
alone, I declared my apprehensions to 
my nephew ; but he combated my suspi- 
cions with all the pleadings of ingenuoiis 
enthusiasm. Louis had never felt more 
than general kindliness for any of the 
young men of his acquaintance. For, 
I am sorry to say that education is not a 
principle of these times: and my boy 
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found few to understand any part of his 
intellectual pursuits, till he met this high- 
ly-gifted nobleman. Wharton is also 
master of every avenue to an unsuspect- 
ing heart. This, too, was the first time 
that any thing like his own ideas of friend- 
ship had come before my nephew ; and 
when they were proffered by so specious a 
character, it was hardly surprising that even 
the short intimacy of a fortnight should 
bewilder his imagination and captivate 
his heart. When I became aware of the 
depth of the impression, I took up the 
subject in the serious light it demanded. 
I narrated several instances of the Duke's 
ill*conduct in various relations of life ; 
and shewed at once to Louis the delete- 
rious cup he was so tenaciously holding, 
since it had already induced him to con- 
found right and'wipng, by denominating 
the rufSan violence he had received in 
his helpless childhood, mere folly and 
jrolk ! His countenance betrayed there 
was a powerful contention in his mind. 
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I conjured him to reflect on what I had 
said ; to hearken to my warning voice, as 
he would to that of his distant father, or 
to the last admonitions of his departed 
mother. Tears burst from his eyes ; and 
kissing my hands, he solemnly pledged 
himself never again to be a willing resi- 
dent in the same house with the Duke 
of Wharton. His Grace had separated 
from the travelh'ng party, and was gone 
to Ireland. But that did not prevent me 
calling on Sir Anthony ; and though he 
did not see the reasonableness of my 
alarm, he was prevailed on to make me a 
promise that he would not again be in- 
strumental in bringing his nephew into 
the society of the Duke. 

" From that period until now, this dan- 
gerous man has been too much engaged 
in cajoling and thwarting the British mi* 
nistry, to think of obscurer triumphs in 
Northumberland. But now that he is 
come, and his mischievous spirit has 
not only persuaded Sir Anthony to 
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break his honour with me, but that Louis 
has been wrought upon to forfeit the ve- 
rity of his word ; I must assume the 
authority of a guardian ; and at once 
wrest the infatuated boy from the favour 
of his uncle, and the perverting powers of 
his friend.** 

" Venerable Mr. Athelstone !" cried 
the Marquis, with an emotion of reve- 
rence ; <* this resolution is worthy of a 
minister of Christ !** But the words were 
no sooner uttered, than, dropping the 
hand he had emphatically seized, he 
quitted the room in disorder. 
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CHAP. III. 

Unconscious of the anxieties which had 
been aroused respecting him at his tran- 
quil home, Louis found himself engaged 
in scenes he little expected in the dull 
i*oiltine of his uncle's castle. 

The first day of his present visit to 
Bamborough, passed according to the 
usual journal of the whole year ; a plen- 
teous dinner, with abundance of wine, 
and three or four country squires around 
the table. After the feast, Louis played 
at backgammon with his iracle ; while 
three of the other guests, with the as- 
sistance of Dumby, dozed through half 
a dozen rubbers of whist. The senses 
of the fourth had not sufficiently sur- 
vived the dinner's last potation, to be even 
a silent spectator. He took his station 
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in an easy chair, near some snoring dogs 
on the hearth-rug, and soon shewed audi* 
ble fellowship with their slumbers. At 
ten o'ck)ck the butler announced supper. 
The whole party started from their chairs; 
and rubbing their eyes and hands in the 
joy of renewed impulse, crowded into the 
eating-room. Louis, who could say no 
with as much good humour as most peo- 
pie say yes, declined accompanying them, 
and went to his own apartments ; where 
be passed the moon-light hours in making 
a drawing of their effect on the opposite 
tower of lindisfarne, and the misty 
ruins of its abbey. 

The next morning being ushered in by 
a fierce equinoctial tempest, the guests of 
the castle gazed despairingly at the floods 
of rain which swept before the furious 
wind ; and when they found it impossible 
to animate the drowsy hours by linger- 
ing out a breakfast, they had already pro- 
longed to loathing, they dashed through 
the pouring *torrents, to kill time amongst 
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horses and grooms, dogs and whippers-in. 

But these employments too found satiety} 

and at the first blast of the letter-carrier's 

horn, the whole party rushed into the 

house, to see what his bag contained^ 

and to snatch the welcome newspa^ 

pers. The sleeper of the night before, 

ij^ho was also high-sheriff of the county, 

in right of his dignity, mumbled The 

Postman to himself; while Sir Anthony, 

with many bursts of applause, read The 

True Briton aloud to the rest of the 

company. 

As soon as Louis found the badness of 
the weather likely to prevent his unde's 
guests from taking their usual excursions, 
he retreated from their noisy pastimes to 
the large solitary library. There he 
knew he should be as safe from invasion, 
as if he had hid himself in the vaults of 
the chapel. A few minutes absorbed his 
whole attention in the black-letter annal- 
ists of Great Britain; comparing their 
details with the chronicles of France ; and 
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losing himself in admiration oftheCond^^ 
aad Montmorencies of the one country, 
and the Talbots and Percies of tlie othen 
He dwelt with particular delight on the 
chivalric characters of Froissart, feeling 
as if he conversed with them as friends > 
while the heroes of Cressy and Poictiers 
divided his heart between the triumph of 
conquest, and the god-like moderation of 
their victories. While thus engaged, he 
was at times wrested from his fancied pre« 
sence in the scenes he read, by the smack- 
ing of whips, and the halloos of his un- 
cle's guests as they passed through the 
hall in their visits to the stables. 

«♦ What descendants of the Mowbrays, 
the Percies, and the Nevilles!*' cried 
Louis to himself. The uproar rose and 
fell in gusts, like the tempest ; and at 
last dying away behind the friendly inter- 
position of long passages and distant 
rooms, he forgot the existence of the 
noisy rout ; and again found himself in 
the pavilions of heroes. 
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Towards four o'clock the clouds had 
exhausted themselves ; and a bright sun^ 
tempering the chilly freshness of the 
air, he looked from the library window 
over the woods and glades of his uncle's 
park i and felt inclined to steal out un- 
observed^ and take an exhilaratingrace 
towards its boundary. The deer were 
coming from their covert, to enjoy 
the beam ; and the rooks, speeding homo 
in glad multitudes, were cooing and 
wheeling, and flappmg their wings, as 
they hovered over or settled on the 
tall elms of the ancient avenue. Thesa 
sounds of grateful nature, rather soothed 
than disturbed the tranquillity of the 
scene ; and Louis lingered at the window^ 
reciprocating the happiness of these crea« 
tures, free, carele^, innocent, rand full 
of blameless enjoyment. 

In the midst of these musings, a new, 
wd an uncommon noise in his UBde"^ 
house, startled hi^ ear ; openingandbaog^ 
ing door^ along the adjoimsg^ gidkiy^ 
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the rumbling of trunks, the calling of 
servants, and a variety of female voices in 
constant command. Louis stood amazed. 
He had not heard that his uncle ex- 
pected any unusual company, and least 
of all women ; for owing to the convivial 
character of Sir Anthony's meetings, 
none of the country ladies had honoured 
the Castle with a visit, since the depart- 
ure of Mrs. Coningsby. 

In a few minutes Louis heard his name 
loudly vociferated by Sir Anthony him- 
self. — " Louis — Louis de Montemar ! 
— Where the devil have you hid your- 
self?" — and with the boisterous inter- 
rogation the baronet burst into the 
library. — His eyes sparkled with jovial 
intelligence, as he advanced to his 
nephew : " Come Louis, my boy ! Here 
is metal more attractive to your taste* 
than chess and backgammon ! — > Leave 
this musty place, and I will introduce 
you to lillies and roses !'* 
Louisgiiessed, from these extraordinary 
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transports, that some accident had 
brought ladies to the Castle ; and while 
he allowed Sir Anthony to hurry him 
down a back-stair to the drawing-room, 
he tried to learn something of the mat- 
ter. But the Baronet was in too great 
an ecstacy to speak common sense:-— 
he broke into extravagant thanks to the 
storm, and eulogies on fine eyes and 
blooming complexions ; and did not give 
Louis time to ask another question be- 
fore he ushered him into the presence of 
several elegantly dressed women. With 
manifest pride in the fine person of his 
nephew. Sir Anthony introduced him to 
the fair group; and they received him 
with compliments to the uncle, which, 
being new to the young man from 
female lips, deepened to crimson the 
colour on his glowing complexion. 

A little observation convinced him 
that these were neither his county ladies, 
nor the ladies of any other county in 
England. They were hand^me, their 
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the Duke of Wharton and the remaiuder 
of his guests. 

Louis started at sight of the Duke, 
instantly remembering his promise to his 
guardian. Wharton wore the same care- 
lessy animated air, as when he first fas- 
cinated the imagination of his young 
admirer ; and springing directly from the 
dull mass which surrounded him, seemed 
to Louis like a sun-beam shot from a 
heavy cloud. The next moment he found 
himself in the Duke^s arms* 

" My dear de Montemar ! This is 
unexpected pleasure ! I thought only of 
refreshing my horses, little dreaming your 
uncle had provided this feast for their 
master !" 

Louis trembled and was silent. He 
wished his guardian had not exacted the 
promise, which, even at this moment, 
whispered he must not hearken to the 
captivating Wharton, but tear himself 
away. Louis did not, reply ; for he felt 
unable to say (what he was determined 
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to do :) that he must instantly return to 
Jjindisfarne* 

The Duke took liis arm, and drew 
him to a distant part of th^ roonu 
'^ De Montemar, I could sacrifkre a 
hecatomb. of my best Cumberland steerSp 
for this blessed meeting! I have not 
seen any thing so after my own heart, 
since we parted; and yet I have been 
lamp in hand, day and night, in search 
of one of your stamp. I know you have 
a brave soul ; and that it spurns a sleepy 
life, though your dreams should be of 
paradise ! — • When all are gone to bed, 
meet me to-night in the old library. — 
I have that to say to you, I woidd npt 
have even a listening spider whisper to 
some of this herd." 

** Not even myself must listen to it !'* 
replied Louis, making a strong efibrt to 
declare at cmce hia intention ; ^< Your 
Grace must pardon me, but I am thiii 
instant leaving the Castle/' ^ 

<< Impossible l*^ cried the Duk^" you 
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would not go for the wealth of Mexico, 
if you knew the matter I have to com- 
municate/* 

" No temptation must detain me !*' 
replied Louis, with a smile that spoke of 
sacrifice ; " I am under an engagement 
that cannot be broken," 

« That countenance/' returned Whar- 
ton, laughing ;," tells a different story! 
— You know the old proverb! where 
there is a willj S^c. ; and I cannot doubt 
yours, since we pledged ourselves heart 
to heart on the bonnie braes of Glen 
Rannock ! — Besides, I am Here acci- 
dentally, and only for a short time. 
Under these circumstances, what en- 
gagement can be so serious, as ought to 
separate us at such a moment?" 

The Duke paused, and Louis blushed. 
It was almost for his venerable uncle; 
tor he thought Urn severe against 
this "resistless pleader. — : Wharton re- 
sumed. " Come, de Montemar ; let me 
* write man upon that candid brow. . Not 
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ts& your uncle Anthony would stamp it, 
in lees ; nor as another uncle, perhaps, 
would mark it, with Saint Guthbert's 
tonsure ! My signet is of other impres- 
sion/' 

" Your signet is too true a one," re- 
turned Louis, ** to obliterate a word of 
honour J and I have . given mine to my 
uncle of Lindisfarne to —— — ,'' he 
hesitated. — Could he tell the noble 
Wharton, that he had solemnly promised 
never to remain willingly under the same 
roof with him? 

Wharton observed the painful con- 
fusion of his too well-inclined friend* 

** To what,'* said he, *« have you. 
pledged yourself to Mr. Athelstone ? — 
To return to him to-night ? — But the 
promise was given und^r ordinary cir- 
cumstances* I know your uncle does 
not like the usual orgies^ of Sir Anthony. 
And as neither you, nor the good old 
gentleman, could guess that my happy 
4itar8 would bring .me to Bamborougb 
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to-day, you must allow me, as a goad 
knigkt, and grand^master in the courts of 
honour J to give both of you acquittal on 
this head ; and to pronounce, that change 
of circumstances releases you from your 
engagement, and him from the necessity 
of demanding its fulfilment !" 

Louis's heightening colour o?erspread 
his face, as the Duke concluded^ 
but collecting all his powers of self- 
denial, " My Lord,** said he, " You ai* 
very good ; but I must go ! — The tide 
now serves, and delay ** 

Wharton Released his arm with an air 
of pique* — The resolution of Louis to 
depart^ and without assigning hia guar- 
dian's teoMa for insisting on his return, 
%as enough fbt ih^ ready apprehension 
of the Duke. He at once comprehended 
that Mr. Athelstone foresaw a change in 
hid Hepheiit^s moral and political prin<* 
dpleii, shotild he be permitted to culti- 
vate an^ itltimacy^ which, it was evident, 
i^m the Secret iidsh of that nephew** 
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heart, r— The Duke saw the straggle be- 
tween inclination and duty. He saw, 
that persuasions to stay^ by causinir Louii 
to Jmmo. more of h» mLl .t»^ t. 
oppose his own desire to st^y> only en- 
sured his departure; and therefore the 
moment Wharton perceived the real 
position of the enemy, he made a russe 
de guerre^ and drew offl 

'< J shall not withstand your own in- 
clmation, Mr* de Montemar/' said he, 
as he turned away with assumed coldnessi 
The words smote on the heart of Louib* 
Sir Anthony, who had caught tiieir un- 
usual tone, l6oked towards the Duke and 
his nephew. He saw the fomier walk 
with a grave demeanor towarab a win*^ 
dow, akid the latter gaze after him with 
an agitated countenance. The baronet 
approached Louis, and in a whisper 
^ed what had happened* 

^* I must obey my uncle's command 
to return to lindis&me.'' 

This reply re-called to Sir Anthony. 

E 4 



80 THE PASTOR'S FmE-SIDB- 

his own promise to the same eflfect. He 
reddened angrily : '^ ami you have told 
the Duke, Mf. Athelstone*s monkish 
antipathy to his^ gaiety and good hu* 
mour ?'* 

" No, deai? Sir, but I have told himy 
I must go; that I am pledged to go* 
And though he injures; me by supposing^ 
that I am such an Insensible as to obey 
without rehictance ; yet I respect my 
word too much, and hold my uncle^s^ 
command too sacred, to hesitate about 
what I dught to do*^ 

' Wi<Ji a hurrying step, he was moving' 
tbw^rds^ the door; whea the baronet 
noiiDde one afigry a4nride, and stretchii^ 
forth his^ijfibfaietic vstm, grasped his ne<* 
phew's; 'iaMt' wtfch.an enra^d counte- 
nance drew him. iota. an anti-room, war* 
ing his other hand to the Duke to follow^ 
Wharton was too^ good a geoaral tOf 
comply immediately ; amd Sir Atrthony, 
as soon as he could speak without the 
observation of strangers, burst ii^ a loud 
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and violeDt invective on bis uncle's un* 
justifiable prejudices against the Duke* 

** What can be charge him with ?** 
cried the baronet, — " That he is young ? 
The fitter to be your companion ! — That 
he is gay ? And if a man be not gay in 
his youth, when is he to be gay? — ^That he 
is married^ and does not live ^ with bis 
wife ? What man of spirit would keep 
any terms with a woman, who wheedled 
him into wedlock, before he was out of 
his teens ] — That he is fond of wine ? His 
thirst does not make you drink j — That 
he is liked by women ; and not ungrate* 
ful to their kindness ? Why Louis, your 
€id uncle had best shut you up at once 
with the dead bones in the abbey vaults ! 
And. then h^ calls him a rebel to his 
King] Wbatofth^t? If the King him- 
self does not fear him, but lets him go at 
large amongst his subjects j why should 
the Pastor of Lindisiarne take more care 
for His Majesty, than His , Majesty thinks 
proper to take for himself ! I tell you, 
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LouiSy the clovetwfoot is under the 9ur« 
plice. It is resentment of an old affi-ontf 
that excites all this animosity in the mind 
of Mr. Athelstone/* 

Hiere was much in this ^eech, and 
More iii the manner of it, that offended 
the best feelings of Louis. *^ Sir/' said 
he^ ^^ 1 thank you for having recalled 
to me my uncle's arguments on this sub« 
ject# He may be mistaken as to the ex- 
teit of the facts ; but till he is so far 
convinced of his error, as to release me 
from the promise I gave him, to avoid 
the Duke ; I must consider myself bound 
to abide by it*" 

The baronet's face now became pur^ 
pie. *< Louis ! am not I your uncle, as 
well as this domineering priest? I am 
yonr mother's brother ; and from her, I 
have rights, he cannot claim. You r&» 
f|)ecthis commands! By what authority 
will you disobey mine ? I therefore or- 
der you, on your peril, not to stir from 
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this house, till it is my pleasure to let) 
you go." 

He turned, with a look of defiance, 
to leave the room; but the voice ' of 
Louis arrested him. ** Sir Anthony/* iiriec) 
he, <* when you command in^ as becomes 
my mother's brother, I have ever been, 
eager to shew you obedience ; but theire 
is no authority on earth shdll compel me 
to stay where I am to hear wor4^ q^< di&; 
respect coupled vrith the name ^f . Jftiy 
most revered guardian/' 

« We will look to that !" said the b$ii 
ronet iirecely ; and opening an opposite 
doori he disappeared, banging it furi- 
ously after him. The Duke ent^r^ d^ 
the same instant, by the one from the 
drawing-room. He stood for a moment* 
observing the countenance of Louis ; tiien 
approaching, him with his usual j&ank air: 
«* De Montemar,'' said he, " unintention# 
ally, I have overheard something of what 
has passed between you and your uncle $ 
and I have learnt enough^ to be ashamed 

E 6 
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of the-foors part I have played just now^ 
when I turned from you like a jealous 
girl«" 

Wharton laid his hand on the arm of 
Louis, and with a gay smile, which was 
refhiered ernchanting by the affectionate 
sefiousneds of his eyes, he gently added, 
*• but fi'iebdship being the sister of love, 
wtt'ni'nst forgive her sharing a little of 
her' b^btber's infirmities/* 

Loais <;duld not guess how much of the. 
recent offensive discussion had been over- 
heard by its subject; but he was glad to 
be ctetired in the mind of the Duke frbin 
the implied charge of quitting him capri- 
ciousty. ♦* Chance,'* said he, ♦• has com- 
municated to your Grace, what I could 
newr have brought myself to utter/* 
■ ^^' And therefore,** returned the Duke, 
^*i I suppose you leave me to guess the 
good Pastor's reason for excluding me 
from his fold ? I see it in the sin of my 
)nouth. You have forgotten it; but in 
my beardless days, I offended Mr. Athe)« 
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Stone in a way that deserved a cat-o-nme- 
tails. Had he lai^ his horse-whip over 
my shoulders at that time, it would have 
been wholesome chastisement: but this 
interdict — '* 

** It is not for that !" exclaimed Louis, 
*« but could my guardian know the ge- 
nerous character he. so mi&judges ; I feel 
he would court that friendship for me, he 
now so fearfully deprecates/' 

The Duke shook his: head: ** thanks, 
dear Montemar, for that profession of 
your faith! But when prejudice gets 
pods^sion of an old head, neither argu- 
ment nor auto defe can dislodge the evil 
spirit/* 

" Indeed,*' cried Louis, " my excel- 
lent Uncle ijs not fuller of years than of 
candour ! It is not one .prejudice, but 
reports — slanders — ** 

« Aye,** interrupted the Dujce, " Dan 
Bacon warns us that JEaw^y Uke tfte stm, 
beats hottest on the highest grounds / But I 
i^ould have spared thi^ proof of my merit. 

7 
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— de Montemar/' added he, in a graver 
and more earnest tone^ ^< shall I tell you, 
that you; — with that guileless heart, that 
ingenuous soul, that maiden reputation ; 
will one day be reported! slammed! . 
made a pest, as I am, to be avoided !'' 

Clouds ccdlected over the Duke^s brow 
as he proceeded. He walked a few paces 
towards the opposite side of the room, 
and then turned round with his usual 
bright countenance. — «*De Montemar, 
my life has been a comet's track ; and 
therefore may astonish and alarm. It is 
not . given to every man to know whither 
my eccentric course tends : ~^ but I tell S 

you, its aim is to the sun !" 

Louis's heart glowed, as the Duke thus 
animatedly delivered himself. ** Oh, my 
Lord,** (Hied he, " why are you thus mis^ 
apprehended ? Or rather, why will that 
noble spirit give any licence to slander^ 
by stooping to such ai^sociates ad ■ * * 

he paused. • ^ 

« We will not name them!** replied 
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Wharton laughing; << But such things 
are my toys, or my tools. Did men of 
our sort keep only with our likes, we 
should prove but useless animals. The 
world js a multitude, where every crea- 
ture must partake the fellowship of poor 
dependent human nature; or at once 
claim kindred with the gods by doffing 
his clay, and ascending post-baste to the 
regions above !'* 

The castle bell rang for dinner ; and 
with its last peal. Sir Anthony presented 
himself at the drawing-room door. — 
He came haughtily forward. " My 
Lord Duke, the ^ladies await your hand 
to lead them down stairs. — Louisa you 
are come to your senses, I see, and will 
follow his Grace." 

The manner vrith Which thffe baronet 
said this, shewed he rither expected to 
intimidate his nephew into compliance ; 
than really thought he bad made up his 
mind to- obev# Louis answered witfc 
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firmness^ ^< I cannot, 3ir, transgress what 
I know t6 be my duty.". 

Sir Anthony's eyes.flashed fire : « That 
is to say/* cried he, " you know it is 
your duty to obey me! — and you will 
obey me! — or abide by the consequence/' 
" Nay, Athelstone," interrupted the 
Duke, <^ this is shot 9nd bounce with a 
vengeance ! What man, with the spirit of 
a weazel, but would grub through your 
very towers, to shew you he despised 
such threatenings? Open your gates to 
the uncontrouled egress and regress of 
your nephew; or my free pinions will 
spurn them in a moment !" ** I am no 
jailor, Duke Whaiton," replied the angry 
baronet, << But that bey should know his 
uncle is not to be insuked with impunity. 
He presmfies op :my avowed affection for 
him, to affi*Qnt my company before my 
face ; and then mocks me with an apology 
jstill more galling, by declaring that he 
inu$t prefer the caprices of a selfish old 
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priest, to all the gratitude he owes an 
uncle who indulges his every wish ; and 
has already made him heir to this castle 
^nd its estates.*' 

« Athelstone! Athelstone!'* exclaimed 
the Duke, " am I to tell you that hoy is 
one exception to Walpole's theory of 
mankind ? You cannot bribe Louis de 
Moritemai^ to act agdnst his coi^cience. 
Open yoiir gates; and let him go/' 

Sir Anthony looked from the playfid 
remonstrance of the Duke, to .the per- 
turbed coantenahce of his nephew. — 
*< Louis/' said be, in a more t^nperate 
tone, ^^ You know how this has been 
wrung from me* Is there no terms tabe 
kept with my affection for y<Mx? No 
middle way bettw^eri 'outraging all respect 
to me, and breaking your extorted pro* 
mise to this ksdof penance ?" 

^< How can I listen^ Sir, to such epi- 
thets attached to the . idea, of the most 
venerable of men?' <h./ ;• , c. . - j . 

<< He may' indulge the 5<hoy'a-play !'* 
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cried the Duke, •* 111 namei^ stick only 
to sudi sorry fellows as I." 

*« Oh, Sir/' rejoined Louis, *< I have 
only to represent to my guardian the 
candour with which the Duke of Whar- 
ton has just treated his unhappy preju- 
dice; and I am sure be will instantly 
permit me to return to the castle/' 

Then you persist in going to-night?*^ 
NoW^ Sir," replied Louis, " the tide 
^serves!: and if I delay, I must temain till 
midnight." 

Sir Anthony walked the romn in great 
s^tation. Wharton looked at hi^ youngs 
friend with a pBrsuaston in his eyes, to. 
which he did not give words ; and their 
beset Direct, unable to give a favourable 
answer to such pleading, bent his to the 
ground. 

At last the baronet stuffed opposite: 
to him. << Louis, you are not a genermis 
adversary. You deal hardly with the 
heart you so well kno'w is all your own« 
And there you stand, $o silent^ so stem. 



THE PASTOR'S FIHE^SIim. 91 

to compel your uncle— ^ the man whose 
life you toved, — to beg your pardon for 
his violence; and to entreat you, even 
Mrith prayers, not to leave his roof in 
anger!'' Sir Anthony caught his 
nephew's hand, and sobbed out the last 
words. Louis threw himself on his 
uncle's neck; and quite overccnne, hardly 
articulated, << I will stay to-night^ but to- 
morrow morning — Oh, my dear Sir, do 
not urge me to forfeit my own esteem !" 
. Wharton took the arm of the baronet^ 
who eoveredhis face with hi&handkerchief^ 
while he obeyed the impulse which drew 
him away through the gallery-door^ 
The Duke betit back, and whispered 
to Louis, ** You will follow us to the 
dining-room?" He bowed his head 
in troubled silence ^ and the baronet and 
hm friend turned down the gallery* 

*♦ A few hours yielded to mj uncle's 
feelings," said Louis to himi^elf^ << will,- 1 
truat, make no essential difference in the 
performance of my word to Mr. AtheU. 
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or giving utt^anoe to the sweet«r b^l- 
lads of Scotland : but he, had never heard 
Italian singing until now ; and he was in 
so wrapt an extacy, that, lost to the ob- 
jects around him, he sat during the per- 
formance with his hands claiq)ed, and his 
eyes rivetted alternately on the Duke 
and on the Signora, as they severally 
took up the thrilling melody ; but when 
their voices mingled at the close with 
all the harmonious interchange of height, 
and depth, faultless execution, and ex- 
quisite pathos, the heart of Louis seemed 
dissolving within him ; and as the last 
notes trembled, and died on his ear, he 
leaned back in his chair and covered his 
face with his hand. 

The momentary pause that followed, 
and which his throbbing heart would 
fain have prolonged, was rudely bro* 
ken by an universal clapping of hands, 
and cries of bravo ! By a side glance, 
Wharton ha4 observed Louis's atten^ 
tioa to the singing; and now see* 

$ 
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ing tlie disgust with which he pushed his 
chair back from the discordant up- 
roar^ he bent behind the Frenchwoman, 
and tapping his young friend on the 
shoulder, whispered — 

** This universal shout, and shrill applause, 
Seem to the outraged ear of listening Silence, 
Strange as the hiss of hell, whose sound perreise 
Went forth to hail its sovereign's yictory r 

As the Duke spoke, the cadence with 
which he repeated the lines recalled the 
strains which yet vibrated on the en- 
tranced sense of his auditor ; and Louis, 
turning his eyes on him who had charmed 
him out of himself, expressed, in broken 
butenergetic language, the delight he had 
felt, the wonder that such powers could 
belong to the human voice : « I have 
heard fine singing, before;*' said he, " but 
this is more than singing!-^ It is the 
voice of the soul — or, shall I say, it is 
the very ineffitble Janguage which love 
breathed into the heart of Psyche?*' 
i^ Say what yoq pleanej my own De 
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Montemar !** cried the Duke, his feoe 
radiant with animation ; " you have the 
soul I want ! — meet me to-night in the 
old library:*' 

His friend the actress heard the last 
words ; and gaily protesting against any 
appointment which tended to break up 
the present festivity ; the rest of the 
ladies rapturously seconde4 her motion 
to close the night with a dance. Sir 
Anthony rubbed his hands with glee at 
the proposal : and w^eu the ladies soon 
ailer ascended to. their tea-table, he or- 
, dered the band, w,hi<?:h usuajly travelled in 
the retipue of the magnificent. Duke, to 
take its station in the great -drawing-room. 
The healths of the fitir dames 5 being 
drank on their departure, the native to- 
pics of thff . chace, races, justice^weetings, 
and couTityrpolitics, gradually gave way 
before >i;l^e ascendaacy of higli spirits in 
menofiyit and gcfnius. Louis had in« 
sensibly; ^rank more wine at dinner, 
than was bis pMstom* Its fumes, and 
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tbe entrancing power of the music^ unit* 
ed with the charms of the Duke^s ever- 
varying discourse, had thrown his facul*. 
ties into a kind of enchanted mist, where 
all that is pleasurable played on the sur« 
face ; all that was alarming, remained be*, 
hind tbe clcgid. 

At a late hour they joined the ladies^ 
who were seated at ombre and piquet ; 
but the moment the men appeared, the 
tables were pushed aside ; and the lead- 
ixig actress, rising from her chair, invited 
the Duke to a minuet He presented 
her his hand, while the violins obeyed the 
nod of his head ; and then moved through 
the elegant evolvements of the dance, with 
a ^ace the mom charming from the air 
of gay indifference with which he ap- 
proached, and retreated fnom her gliding 

atep3. 

The pretty Frenchwoman shewed the 
agile varieties of hftr art, in a pas seui^ 
which filled the northern squires with a 
wonder |ind satisfaction more level to 

VOL. r. F 
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their apprehensions, than had been the 
science of the fair Italian. Louis stood, 
leiuiing over the back of a chair, smiling, 
and nodding his approbation to the ex- 
hilarating time of the music. As soon 
as Mam'sefle Violante had made her con- 
cluding whirl in the air, she tripped 
lightly forward, and gaily demanded 
his hand for the country-dance. He 
bowed delightedly ; and obeyed her vo- 
lant motion, as she bounded with him 
down the room to join Wharton and his 
&ir partner at the head of the set. The 
ball became general ; and the jouissance 
so intoxicating; that the whole scene swam 
in delicious, delirious pleasure, with the 
newly-initiated sons of rough Northum* 
berland* 

When the party broke up as the sun 
rose, and Louis retired to his chamber, 
he hardly knew himself to be the same 
man who had left it the morning before. 
In that very chamber, four centuries ago, 
ehe gay and profligate Piers GavestoQ 
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had been a prisoner ! and Louis had is- 
sued from it, only the preceding day, 
censuring in his mind the vices of its an^ 
cient possessor ; and marvelling how any 
temptation addressed to the mere senses 
of rational man, could betray his virtue. 

With a whirling brain he now threw 
himself upon his pillow. — The music 
still sounded in his ears ; he yet wound 
with airy step through the mazes of the 
dance; the familiar pressure of the 
laughing Violante was still warm on his 
hand ; and he yet thrilled under the soft 
glances of the fair Italian. Till that day, 
he had never seen the manners of women 
so unzoned. He had never thought 
it possible, that any behaviour, freer 
than what he saw in the behaviour of his 
aunt and cousins, could excite other 
emotions in him, than those of dislike 
and disgust. He had admired the magic 
painting of Homer, Tasso, and Spenser, 
in their Circe, Armida, and Adessa ; and 
he had trembled for the constancv of 
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their respective heroes, before the allure- 
ments of such sorcery : — but he never 
e^^pected tg find similar trials in real life. 
He believed the fair tempters in romance* 
were indebted for the beautiful mask 
with which they concealed their mental 
deformity, entirely to the spells of the 
poef s genius. Vice, in living woman, 
he expected to find as odious in outward 
shape, as it is loathsome within. 

In short, in meditation, nothing is beau, 
tiful without goodness. The unbiassed 
heart, speculating upon these subjects, 
never unites admiration with any thing 
foreign to that character ; and mistaking 
taste for principle, when it comes to the 
proof, too often substitutes the approba- 
tion of virtue for virtue itself. The dis-i 
courses of Mrs. Copingsby fostered in 
the mind of her nephew this natural 
idea of the indivisibility of goodness and 
beauty. She described the empire of 
vice to be absolute, when it takes pos- 
session of a woman ; and that its imme- 
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diate effects were to obliterate every 
feminine grace, and transmute her at 
once into a monster of sin and disgust. 
Believing this, Louis was not prepared 
for the scene he had just witnessed. 
The pit, he expected to behold yawning 
like the mouth of heU, and so warning 
him from its approach, he saw overlaid 
with a verdure, brighter than all around : 
and no wonder his unwary feet trod 
the tempting spot, and found it trea- 
cherous. 
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CHAP. IV. 

He alept, and the scene was renewed 
with a thousand strange varieties. Ima- 
gination recalled, in fantastic vision^ all 
that he had read of enchanted pleasures, 
or of descending goddesses mingling 
their immortal nature with favoured 
man. He now lost his own identity in 
the person of Rogero, slumbering away 
life in the arms of Alcina ; and then be- 
came the indignant Rinaldo, cutting his 
way through the entangling thickets of 
Armida's wood. — He awoke heated, 
and unrefreshed. His heart panted with 
his imaginary contest; and his fevered 
temples beat to agony as he sprung from 
his disordered bed, and throwing open 
the window towards the breezes of the 
sea, inhaled their cooling freshness. His 
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tremulous frame gradually recovered a 
braced tone ; and wrapping his dressing- 
gown around him, he stood gazing on 
the opposite rocks of Lindisfame, with 
feelings as new to him as had been the 
spectacle of the night before. He blush- 
ed as he thought of rejoining the dear 
inhabitants of that sacred spot. -— A 
strange faintness seized on his heart — a 
sense of shame ! 

** For what ?** cried he, " what have 
I done, to cause this self-accusation ? — 
I have not broken my word with my 
uncle; I did not consent willingly, to 
stay till this morning : I made the sacri- 
fice to Sir Anthony's feelings." 

Thus far, his conscience acquitted 
him i and he breathed freer : but stiii he 
could not say, my heart is lightened of 
its load. 

" I feel myself polluted !" cried he j 
<< I know not what was said and done last 
night, to change me thus ; but the wine 
I drank, and those women's looks and 

F 4 
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words y and my veiy. dreamy seem to 
bave contaminated my soul and body 1 
*— Ohy holy Lindisfarne ! -— > My mide, 
my sweet cousins, why did I ever leave 
your innocent presence !" 

With this agonized invocation^ he 
hastened to dress himself; that he might 
fly from the castle^ and all its present 
mischiefs. 

Violante had informed him the pre^ 
ceding night, how so strange a party 
came together; and why they had" in- 
truded themselves on the hospitality of 
his uncle. She described/ with satirical 
pleasantly, a week's visit, which she and 
her Thespian sisters had been making to 
a noble amateur in Teviotdale. •— Lord 
Warwick was there; and soon after, 
Duke Wharton came in his way ftoin the 
Highlands. At the time of hia arrival, 
the whole company were on the eve of 
departure ; but as he was coming south- 
ward, and they were to travel in the 
same direction, he complied with Waf« 
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wick's entreaties to join the party. -^ 
The storm caught them on the moors ; 
and as it was attended with thunder, the 
women became so frightened, it was ne« 
cessary to take them to some place of 
shelter. — - A minute's thought brought 
to Wharton's recollection that Bam* 
borough was in the neighbourhood ; and 
without hesitation he ordered the horses 
heads of half a dozen carriages to be 
turned towards the mansion of the con* 
vivial baronet. 

As Louis ran over these circumstances 
in his mind, and recalled the lively in* 
difference with which the Duke seemed 
to dally with all this youth and beauty, 
and female witchery ; turning from one 
to the other with the gay caprice of the 
frolic butterfly, which flies from flower 
to flower, hovering and touching, and 
straight to flight again : — << Happy 
Wharton!" exclaimed he, " yours is 
indeed the spirit which skims the earthy 
and does not soil its mngs I while minei 
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has only to approach its surface, and be^ 
made but too sensible, that dust I am, 
and would to dust return !** 

In this mood he descended to the 
court yard ; and gave orders for a boat 
to be ready at the castle-cove, to row him 
across to Lindisfarne as soon as the tide 
should serve. But in retuniing along 
the terrace, he encountered the object of 
his meditation and his envy ; the object 
which still made his heart linger about 
the spot he was so determined to leave. 

" Ha, de Montemar !** cried the 
Dukcj "Well met; before the constel- 
lation* of last night arise to put yon 
saucy, upbraiding sun out of counte- 
nance ! — But how long have you been 
making morn hideous with those rueful 
looks ? — Why, you are a different man, 
from the etherial son of joy, who moved 
amongst us last night like Ganymede 
dispensing the draughts of Olympus !** 

Louis saw in this gay hyperbole, only 
the ftpectre of a folly he was ashamed of. 
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His disturbed countenance spoke what 
was passing in his mind -^ but trying to 
smile, " Indeed, my Lord/* said he, "you 
are right to laugh at my inebriated senses. 
— I assure you, I despise myself/* 

" For what, de Montemar ? That you 
have eyes, and ears, and are a man ?'* 

Louis coloured ; " Perhaps, that I 
own too much of his worst part P* 

" How r* 

H« did not answer, but quickened his 
steps. The Duke looked archly in his 
face, and laughed : — "I will answer 
myself. That fond little devil Violante 
has driven Saint Cuthbert out of your 
head, and you are hastening to exorcise 
the strange possession at the shrine of 
the holy woman-hater !** 

Louis started at this insinuation : it 
offended him, though so lightly uttered^ 
Perplexed, and every way displeased with 
himself* and his companions, he however 
tried to answer composedly. - — *< Your 
Grace is mistaken. I carry away with 

F 6 
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m^ no image from last night's revelry^ 
but that of my own weakness. I despise 
the&cility with which I fell in with the 
fitthion of the hour, to drink wine till I 
unsettled my reason ; and I detest my- 
self for feeling that I existed from that 
time until I awoke this morning, without 
other consciousness than that which my 
besotted senses afforded/' He stopped^ 
then raising his before bent head, smiled 
scornfully, and added, <^ The garden of 
the Hourii is not my paradise !'' 

Wharton gazed on him a moment m 
fixed astonishment. — Louis did not per- 
ceive the amazement he had created, but 
walked on with a steadier pace and a 
calmer countenance. 

«« Well," thought the Duke, as he put 
his arm thrdugh that of Louis ; " Anteas 
rose the sti^onger, after he had touched 
his mother e^rth ! But Hercules wiU 
try another throw 1" 

<^ De Montemar," said he, ** let us 
leave these unlucky Hourii to their slumi^ 
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befs» and resume the subject which they 
charmed to silence last night ? — An 
eve's dropper might be dangerous; soy 
let us turn towards the wood, where we 
may converse undisturbed/* 

Louis looked at his watch, and seeing 
that the tide would not be at full for yet 
half an hour, he allowed Wharton to turn 
bis steps through the inner*court into 
the park. < 

'^ Louis de Montemar, I am going to 
unlock my heart to you. — I am going to 
put my life into your hands." 
. "My Lord?'* 

" I am. — But 1 have weighed the 
trust. — You do not know yourself. — I 
do ; and,-— laugh at me for a coxcomb, 
if you please ! But I affirm, your cha* 
racter and mine are composed of the 
same materials. I recognize my brother's 
soul in your breast ; and the same will be 
your piusuits, the same your destiny." . 

« Oh, my Lord," cried Louis, ** if 
emidation could transform its subjects you 
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might not prophesy in vain ! — But I will 
not think you mock me ! Your own lu- 
minous nature surrounds you ; and see- 
ing through that, you fancy objects 
bright, which only reflect your beams. 

" Prettily said, my ingenious friend, 
answered the Duke, " but my position 
shall be proved by the fact*— Let us 
compare circumstances. — You are not 
yet of age ?" 

" Just twenty.'* 

** Young enough to be catechised 1 — 
Will you answer me fairly ?" 

Louis smiled : " as my godfathers did 
promise and vow ?** 

" Have you ambition ?" 

«* As much as eyer budded the brow of 
young Ammon." 

" Have you enterprize ?'* 

" Else my ambition had never been 
avowed.*' 

" Can you dare the world's obloquy ?** 

" In a noble cause, I would risk its 
hisses.** 
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The Duke caught him in his arms, — . 
" By all the host of heaven," exclaimed 
he, ** Yours is a spirit, witlj which mine 
shall have no disguises! — You know I 
am reported, slandered! But, on your 
owti principle, I exult in the hooting of 
the mob ; and 1 would direct your flight 
to the point whereon I stand, and laugh 
triumphant on the fools below! Mark 
my progress, de Montemar. — You see in 
Warwick, what nine-tenths of nobility 
are; distinguished from the crowd by 
nothing but their titles and extravagance. 
I would sooner hang like Absalom on a 
tree, than so p^s away amongst the herd 
of my cotemporaries ! 

" My father did not understand my 
character ; and when he died, bequeathed 
me doctors of law and doctors of divinity, 
to teach me the way I should go. They 
tried to break the spirit they could not 
bend ; and often hard words, and harder 
Hsage, shook their heads as weH as their 
canes, and pronounced me an unmani^- 
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able colt. In the vety heat and tempest 
of my rebellion, I told them I was a Bu^ 
cephalus they could not tame ! And so, 
breaking from their bridle, wonder not I 
scoured the field in the very wantonness 
of liberty r 

Louis joined in the gay laugh of his 
friend, and Wharton proceeded. 

" I was then hardly nineteen, but I 
spumed the tedious tutelage of schools 
and cdileges, and threw myself at once 
into the university of nature ; the wide 
and populous world. I went to the con- 
tinent. — But not to visit the garden of 
the Hourii ! At Geneva, I became the 
friend of philosophers; at Paris, the compa- 
nion of wits ; in Italy, the counsellor of 
princes. — Do you mark me ?** 

" I do, with wonder and admiration." 

« What I then dared to advise, I am 
now come to execute.'* He paused a 
moment, then resumed, " De Montemar, 
there are objects at Avignon, of more 
interest than Vaucluse !" — again he 
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paused) and looked at Louis» expecting a 
reply. 

" I do not understand you, my Lord." 

^< Expound my riddle, and you shall 
have a.better fate Uian CEdipus/' 

" I should deserve a worse, were I tp 
Wdste the time in guesses \ when I may 
profit by its exposition from yourself,** 

The Duke did not like this dullness^ 
but he proceeded* '—^^ De Montemar, 
what is your opinion of the Marquis of 
Montrose? He who Cromwell sent to 
the scafibld for attachment to the house 
of Stuart/* 

<< I consider his gallant patriotiskn,** 
replied Louis, '* as hardly second to that of 
his immortal country-man William Wal- 
lace; and could almost envy him his 
feelings, when the executioner bound to 
his neck the catalogue of his battles 
gainst the regicides. What a conscious- 
ness of true greatness must have been in 
the smile with which he welcomed this 
intended badge of disgrace, as a brighter 
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testimony to his honour, than the star oSi 
Saint George which they tore from his 
breast! '* 

" Well answered, my promising cate- 
chumen !" cried the Duke, " now for 
another question, and I have done. — In 
what respect do you hold honest George 
Monk, who deserted the bloc'khead chief 
of the Roundheads, and recalled the son 
of his murdered sovereign to the throne 
of his ancestors ?" 

** Monk does not fire my heart, like 
Montrose,'* replied Louis, " 1 love the 
direct path ; and honest George was most 
inclined to crooked ones. — However, he 
walked straight at last, and for that I ho- 
nour him/' 

« Then you love the Stuarts ?" 

" Their line is of mingled yarn I — I 
revere, love, blame, pity them/* 

" De Montemar, you must know the 
Chevalier de Saint George I" 

« How?— where?" 
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«« At Avignon. — Now, do you read 

Louis met the powerful glance of 
Wharton's. eye, and it shot into his soiiL 
At the same instant the words of his guar-* 
dian seemed to ring in his ear : — The 
wib/ DvJce will teach you to be a traitor ! 
— Hot and cold damps burst from every 
pore of his body. 

" You do not answer me, de Monte* 
mar? -•I see you are discomposed,—* 
you are agitated ; — and it is a cause to 
stir up every vital spring in the breast of 
firee-bom man ! My blood is ready to 
follow the course of Derwentwater and 
Kenmuir j or to purchase, in some happy 
field of victory, the {e-establishment of 
my lawful king !" ^ 

Louis had been taken unawares, and 
was still incapable of r*ply. He verified 
the remark, that no history is so little 
understood by young persons as that of 
their country near their own times. The 
false lights of party have not sufficiently 
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subsided, to allow the regular historian & 
clear view of events ; and the prejudiced 
memoirs of the day are to6 numerous and 
contradictory to be put into the handi^ df 
youth, without making a waste . of that 
time which ought to be devoted to building 
Up a future judgement on the well-found- 
ed basis of the history of past ages. The 
subject proposed by the Diike, was there- 
fore new to the reflections of Louis. He 
had never questioned, nor confirmed his 
loyalty to the House of Hanover, by con- 
sidering the change of succession with 
any reference to his own peculiar opinions* 
He had never seen any thing at the par- 
sonage but peaceful submission to autho- 
rity, not for wrath, but conscience sake* 
At the castle, another sentiment was of- 
ten agitated; but the speakers were 
usually violent, unreflecting characters, 
whose praise or blame were equally worth- 
less. However, he could not deny to 
himself that he had shrunk in horror from 
recitals of what passed ten years ago. 
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with regard to the rebel lords ; and he 
also could not forget that his uncle of 
Lindisfarne had often lamented the se- 
vere policy of their execution, and wished 
the State had thought it possible to linit^ 
mercy with judgement. <^ Had His Ma^ 
jesty pardoned them," said Mr. Athel- 
stone, *^ rebellion would have perished in 
their stead ; for the hononr of a Britisli 
heart is str(»iger than death.'' 

All this rushed confusedly to the re-r 
• collection of Louis. His partialities, ro« 
mantic associations, and generous enthu^ 
siam, were all on the side of th^ suffering 
party ; but his habits of submission had 
been directed by his best friends to the 
reigning family. He felt his own iur 
decison ; he saw the Duke's advantage ; 
and repeating to himself his uncle's 
warning, again determined npt to linger 
another hour near the dangerous cout 
tagion. 

• Wharton's observing eye perceived 
fluctuation in the mind of his friend j anf| 
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as there tioas fluctuation on so portentous 
a subject, he boded a favourable issue 
to his side of the argument, could he de- 
tain him a little longer from the island. 
Should Louis return thither before his 
faith were actually pledged to the Stuart 
cause, it could not be doubted he would 
impart his scruples to the Pastor; and 
that true minister of the reformation, 
would keep him firm to the House of 
Hanover. Full of this apprehension, 
and aware that his proselyte must soon • 
be summoned to the boat, unless he 
could prevent it by some unsuspected 
manoeuvre, Wharton was not sorry when 
he saw Sir Anthony and several of the 
party advancing fast upon them from the 
house. — The tongues of the ladies pro- 
claimed their vicinity. 

<* Gird your loins, my fiiend !" cried 
the Duke, resuming his usual merriment ; 
and laughing at the stem air with which 
Louis turned to their voices : — " Dalilah 
and the Philistines are upon you !*' 
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. " And if every hair on my head were a 
rope by which they held me/' repUed 
Louis, " I would escape them !'* As he 
spoke, he suddenly turned on his heel, 
and darted down a vista of firs towards 
the sea-beach. Wharton did no more 
than wave his hand to the light-footed 
Violante. She shot by a cross path 
through the shrubbery, and at a curve in 
the avenue met the flying object of her 
pursuit with such force, that she , was 
struck to the ground. The rest of the 
party soon hastened forward, by the cries 
of Louis for help ; for on raising her, and 
finding her insensible, he thought she 
was killed by the violence of the shock. 
When they came up he was on one 
knee, with her head leaning on the 
other, and gazing with horror on her 
pale face. The pallid hue of his own, 
told all that he feared, to the Duke and 
Sir Anthony. But the ladies ibund the 
case not so desperate j and by the help 
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of essences soon restored the fair sufierer 
to animation. 

Sir Anthony proposed her being taken 
ijito the house. But on .attempting to 
rise, she sunk back, almost fainting a 
second time from the excessive pain of 
a sprained ancle. Wharton called for a 
S0&, which being brought, the invalid 
was carefully placed in it on cushions ; 
and the gentlemen present, insisted on 
being its bearers into the castle. As the 
sofa was raised fi:om the ground, Violante 
turned to Louis with a languid smile ; 
" you will not leave me, Mr. de Mon- 
temar ?" said she, and stretched out her 
hand to him, with a look more, persua» 
sjye than her words. 

To disappoint the wish and expecta^ 
tion these words and action implied, he 
found impossible. — He had no supicion 
that she was running to intercept him, 
when the accident happened; and now, 
turning with a respectful bow to her sum- 
mons, he silently followed the sofa into 

1 
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the breakfitst-room. Her gallahf bearers 
placed it by the fire, at a small distance 
from the tablew Hie Diike offered liis 
services to the reclining beauty ; but she 
would accept of no hand to bfing her 
coffee and toast, but that of Louis : say- 
ing, that he who wounded, was in duty 
bound to administer the restoratives. 
Recovered from his dismay at what might 
have been the fatal effect of the accident 
he had so unintentionally occasioned, he 
gladly took the opportunity to make the 
amende honourc^k^ and express his con- 
cern at what had happened. 

Time rolled away, and he heard no 
tidings of the boat. It was an unusual 
inattention in his uncle's servants, who 
always vied with each other who should 
be most prompt in obeying every wish of 
their beloved Mr. de Montemar. But 
Wiiarton had contrived to have the little 
vessel countermanded, without appear- 
ing in the orders. Ignorant of this, 
Louis seized the first moment the inva- 

VOL. !• G 
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lid addressed herself to another. person; 
and in a low voice asked the butler 
whether the boat were in waiting. The 
man, not aware of the commands- which 
had*15eett given one way or the other, 
simply answered the tide had been at ebb 
two hours* Stung with vexation, Louis 
started from his chair. Violante ob- 
served his disorder, and softly enquired 
the cause. — It was no socxner explained, 
thatn casting on him, a reproachful took^ 
she burst into tears and turned her head, 
silently away. Louis felt himself in a 
very embarrassing situatiojQ ; and almost 
unconsciously: resuming his seat beside 
her, he drew a vexatious sigh a&^ he said 
to himself, — ** I am caught, and cofled 
in spite of myself!*' 

Violante mistook its ipeaning j and 
withdrawing her h^pd frotf^ her eyes^ 
gave him a glance tbat) mantled his ^e 
with crimson, . Though, apparently en* 
gaged in gay badinage with the other. 
ladieSf Whartpn did not lose an express 

8 
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sion of his friend's countenance, as the 
allUrihg Frenchwoman coritinued to con- 
verse vdth him* in a tone of mingled' 
tenderness and railliery. ** lif he iStaa(jr 
this," thought the Duke, ^^ he has even 
more ice, of a certain kind, in his com-**/ 
position, tlian he forced me this morning^ 
to believe !" 

Sir Anthony entered from the hall, 
calling aloud, " Who rides this morning ? 
I have ordered hofses round to the 
court." 

" De Montemar, \yhat are you for?*' 
said the Duke, " I see victory is in the 
hands where I would always have it; 
but as the ladies may not wish to have 
their captive in their way all day ; — are 
you inclined foi" a steeple-hunt this morn* 
ing?" 

Louis eagerly embraced the proposal, 
— Violante coloured, touched his arm ; 
and pressing it with strong emotion, whis- 
pered something in his ear. Wharton 
laughed, and turned on his heeL Louis 
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believed himself turned idiot Aban- 
doned of his usual presence of mind, he 
]q;iew not what to say, or how to^ look ; 
though he felt perfectly resolved not to 
sleep another night in the castle, while it 
contained its present extraordinary in- 
mates. The seductive scenes of the pre- 
ceding night, seemed disenchanted befwe 
him i men and women, all were divested 
of their magic garments, excepting Whar- 
ton, and Tie stiU wore the vesture of 
light. 

" Why will he mingle his noble nature 
with creatures base as these ?" again he 
said to himself; " are they his toys ? his 
tools ? — To what purpose ?** 

He was gazing on the Duke, as these 
thoughts occurred to him, and deepened 
his reflections. Wharton caught the 
look; its expression went through him: 
but waving his hand, as if that would 
glance it aside, he shook his head sport- 
ively and exclaimed ; " You want me to 
pledge my guarantee to Violante, that 
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there shall be no more desertions!-— 
Believe me, pretty one ! For the brigbt 
Pleiades are not more inseparable above» 
than are your swain and humble servant 
below." 
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We rise and set together.*' ] 



He spoke the last sentence without 
any reference to the subject which had 
first suggested the idea; and having in 
the utterance as much forgotten Violante^ 
as though she had never existed, he put 
his arm through Louis's^ and turned with 
him out of the room. 

« De Montemar,'* said he, as they 
crossed the hall ; " the conversation 
^hich was interrupted this morning, 
must be finished. I have put a packet 
open into your hand, which must be 
sealed this evening ; else the vagrant 
leaves may follow the sybil's trick ; and 
1 know nothing of the gatherer, till that 
doughty Lictor, Jack Ketch, makes me 
his bow on Tower-HiU.'* 

G 3 
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^* Surdy,S my Lpr4, you cannot daubt 
]Q3y honour^ if you <:oul4 my heart ?'* 

" I will doubt every thii^ till that 
heart is l^d open to me. -^ I yow^d to 
have no disguises with you. — Repay me 
in kind. — Heart for heart, De Monte- 
mar, isf the only true exchange !" 

Louis did not immediately answer; 
for he felt what he would not fairly ac- 
Icnowledge to himself, that a mist did 
sometimes appear to rise over this pro- 
fessed frankness of the Duke, which 
often made it uncertain whether he had 
reaUy shewn his heart at all. — In the 
midst of a sentiment that seemed direct 
from the soul, a sudden quirk of fancy 
would present itself, that turned all 
athwart into whim and laughter. And 
the freest disclosure would as frequently 
start aside, to appear nothing more than 
a fantastic figure of speech, or break off 
into irreconcilable fragments, without ap- 
parent aim or connexion. But for aU 
this, an apology came to the breast of his 
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ifiriend. ** He has embraced the despe- 
rate fbrtunes of a dethroned prince. — 
And perhaps it depends upon the caution 
of thii^ that prince's ablest confidept, 
wliether they are to be redeemed, or 
{oially consigiied to despair P' 

The horses were at the hall door ; and 
Sir Anthony, and his other male guests, 
snoonted* On sight of the friends, he 
xalled to them, and the grooms bringing 
forward more horses, the Duke vaulted 
into his seat, and Louis, with a sensation 
of a double release, gladly followed his 
example. — As they turned merrily down 
the rocky path-way which led by the 
^andent fosse to the open country, every 
maoQ had something to say according to 
his own humour, of the pleasures of the 
preceding night ; but aU concurred in so 
overcharging their anticipations of the 
coming evening, that it was easily to be 
foreseen the revelry of the past, would be 
leQcreased to an excess in the future, 
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which would destroy all, by drowningp 
pleasure and consciousness in the same 
, stream. 

Sir Anthony appeared to take it for 
granted, his nephew bad completely suTi- 
rendered himself to the impulse which 
governed them all; but with redoubling 
disgust^ Louis tried to make his uncfe 
comprehend, that so far from intending 
to partake the projected festivity, he 
would not go back to the casde, but 
return to Lindisfarne immediately after 
their ride. Astonishment^ remonstrance^ 
raillery, entreaties, reproaefaei^} all were 
successively and successlessly brought 
forward : Louis found his spirit rise with 
the clamour of opposition. He was now 
steadily doing, what he always knew was 
his only proper conduct; the padlock 
which had seemed to ch^un down his 
faculties under a sense of c<:Mnnntting 
wrong, now burst asunder, and he was 
all himself again. — Sir Anthony affected 
not to believe him serious; talked of 



\ 



THE PASTOR'S FlRE-SIDE. 129 

Violante> then declared, it was his be- 
lief, he only wanted to be forced to do 
the thing he liked ; and whispering the 
noisy sheriff and others, a loud laugh 
peeled through the party, and they in- 
stantly drew around Louis. 

" What do you mean, gentlemen ?** 
cried he, glad to be manually opposed 
by others beside his uncle. 

** To bear you, as the Loves bore 
Adonis *V^— cried Wharton gaily, and 
planting his steed also, before that of his 
friend. 

" Et tu Brute ?" cried Louis j and 
striking his spurs into the sides of his 
horse, the high mettled animal sprang 
through the foremost rank, dispersed the 
rest} and speedmg forward with the 
wings of the wind, was plunged by his 
determined rider into the receding waters 
of the tide. 
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CHAP. V. 

While these events were agitatiug the 
dissipated circle at the castle, the sioople 
family on the opposite shore were en- 
gaged in far different scenes. — Its Pas- 
tor opened his pious views tft.the noble- 
minded Santa Cruz; and the young pepple 
obeyed the venerable man's commands, 
to enjoy the vernal hour of day, with all 
the zest of their as vernal years. 

Cornelia conducted Dqn Ferdinand 
under 'the ivy-crowned wall which shd- 
tered her uncle's flower-garden. He 
admired the disposition of its parteires^ 
and wondered how such beautiful chi* 
nasters, balsams, and holly-hocks, could 
bloom in so northern a climate. Alice 
led him to the aromatic spot where she 
. had stationed her bees, and shewed ^him 
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tta beds of thym^,. lavender, and other 
sweet herbs she had planted for their food. 
A little onward, raised on a low mound» 
stood an old sun-dial. Its bank M^a^ 
covered with mignonette; and many of 
Alice's industrious favorites were loading 
their wings with its extracted honey. 
She gathered a cluster of the flowers, 
and gave it to Ferdinand. Cornelia 
stooped to pluck a piece of sweetfariar, 
but the prickles prevented her : "I want 
my cousin's dextrous fingers here," said 
she with^ a smile. 

" Rather his bold ones,** cried Alice, 
as she saw Ferdinand break off the bough, 
a;iid present it to her sister, leaving the 
thorns in his hand. 

«* If he be as happy as I am, in being 
wounded in so sweet a cause,** rejoined 
Ferdinand, ** Mr. de Montemar is more 
to be envied than any man on earth.** 

« How so?** enquired Alice, with an 
incredulous laugh, " I see no pleasure in 
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being pricked and scratched for the 
prettiQSt flower in the world 1" 

*< But I doi sweet Alice 1" sakl he with 
a gallant smile, as he presented another 
branch of the shrub to her. With a faint 
blush, she glanced at her sister, but Cor- 
nelia, thinking at the moment of the 
truant Louis, had not heafd what was 
said; and Alice,^ seeing no surprise in 
her sister at the familiarity of the term^ 
supposed it was a foreign custom ; and 
unlatching ^ wicket which led to the 
pasture-land, bounded w>th the lightness 
of a fawn to the top of an adjacent hil- 
lock. She stood in the midst of ita heathy 
grass, calling on her sister to follow her, 
for that was the spot whence they might 
shew Don Ferdinand the objects of -the 
island to best advantage. Cornelia and 
her companion were soon by her side ; 
and as the young S^aniai^'s excursive 
pye shot at once across the island's scl^ 
to the surrounding ocean, he peyqeiv^d £i 
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cluster of rodks to the iKMrth, which shone 
in the noonday sun like gems on the beft 
of the horizon. / 

" I have heard/' «aid he, smiling, " that 
in days of yore, a band of wandering 
sages^ sailing in these seas, discovered 
certain islands encompassed with floods of 
light, and inhabited by blissful souls. 
These fortunate adventurers called them 
the Islands of Blessedness. Since that 
time no traveller has been able to find 
them. But, as I am a countryman of the 
great Columbus, I venture to -hope the 
happy d^covery was reserved foi'mej and 
that there they are /" 

Both sisters remarked the direction . of 
his eyes ; and laughing heartily at the 
complitnent hts fancy had paid to the 
most barren of their rocks, told him, they 
were the Feme Idands. <^ And so &r 
from being blessed places,*' said Alice{ 
** my uncle would never allow Conit^lia 
x)rime to go n^ar them, tfai kutidingis so 

/ddilgjBfollS.'^ .• ^ ;-]-.; ^^ ; . ■•.:{ 
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*< But Louis often visits tiiem with the 
kelp-gatherers,'- rejoined Cornelia, ^< and 
while their fires reduce the weed to ashes, 
he generally throws himself on a jutting 
rock over the sea, to command the view, 
aad sketch the group. Were you to 
walk these shores on a fine evening at 
that season of the year, you would ad- 
mire the picturesque vapour from the 
kelp^fires, as its wreathing volumes sail 
away, and mingle with the clouds*" 
• ** But you would not mistake the kelp- 
gatherers for blessed spirits !" returned 
tiiegayAlice^ " nor run the risque of your 
life to draw their portraits ! But Louis 
loves roaming about amongst odd iplaces, 
as much as • you may love > a* quiet walk, 
and a bunch of sweet flowers ;" added 
she,: .obsJsrving the ddighb (widi whidi 
Ferdkiand continued to smell at tbe mig- 
nonette, << andsc^ we must' forgive him*'' 

Ferdinand: was-gratilfied at her> playfdl 
cefefe&ee. to^ htt fragrant gift, and an^ 
swered, ** I do not believe that fae.ean 
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love rock or quidksand better^ thftn I. 
could love and cherish some of the sweet 
flowers of this island^ wfait^h he seems 
content to cast away ! -^ and^ pardon me, 
if J a little doubt the taste of your adven- 
turous cousin ?*' 

The sisters did not quite understand 
this speech^ which seemed to begin in 
sporty but certainly ended with a serious 
tone. 

" You mistake my cousin/* said Cor- 
nelia, "if you suppose he ebuses^ perilous 
excursions, from a vanity to shew his 
courage. — Courage is so natural to 
him, that he never thinks about it.-— 
The activity of his mind makes exercise 
necessary to him ; and the feaiiessness of 
his temper renders that easy to him; 
which might be difficult, if not impossible 
to tiaud cbaraeters. -^ But iiidet^d^ his 
afeetion for us has been the most fre- 
quent cause of jtisquing his safety j forh^ 
deems no attempt too hkzardoli^ '^ by 
ivbiciv he ca;r>. gratify; a»?.w£feh; df tny 
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mother, or a desire of my sister or my« 
self/' 

"My uiicle will tell yoii, su^h have 
been his ways from a child,'* cried Alice, 
« and from the first of my recollection, I 
remember these frightful tokens of his 
love! Coming in with curious aquatic 
plants he had torn from some hardly ac- 
cessible rock, for my uncle's herbal ; or 
making his appearance with shells for me, 
which he had swam for, and sought in 
the sand-bank at the point-head. I am 
sure I have often admired their beauties 
thrdugh my tears ; but he never would 
believe we could be frightened.'* 

** Indeed," rejoined Cornelia, " after 
old fisher- John's two sons were drowned, 
I have known Louis absent for hours on 
the open sea in &e poor man's boat, 
helping bii;n to draw his net& For no- 
thing is troublesoJne, or dangerous to 
him, th^t is connected with affection or 
bwevolebce." 

..." iU),.. those; daring .expeditions suit 
your taste, Cornelia V* said Alice, with a 
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shudder j " Ydu, like Louis, love to ride 
in the whirlwind and direct the storm ! 1 
can never forget his absence one whole 
night during a frightful tempest, when 
we did not know but that each horrid 
blast, we listened to, was that which was 
sinking him to a watery grave. My ter- 
rors cost me a fit of illness, — and then 
my uncle made him see the cri^elty, and 
even wickedness, of being rashly brave; 
for ever since, he has been careful not to 
put himself in any needless danger." 

Ferdinand sighed heavily, as botb 
sisters separately spoke. He felt a sense 
of feebleness in his pwn character, which 
made him envy the enterprising spirit of 
Louis. ** Here," murmured he to him- 
self, " is indeed the fire of youth, the 
animating principle of future greatness.; 
while that which burns in my veins^ 
withers my very vitals, and cansumep 
every nobler element within me. Wretch 
that I am, — reprobate, and accursed !" 
His lips moved almost audibly, as lus ao* 
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eusing spirit uttered the last words; and 
unconsciously turning from the sisters, 
he walked hastily down the hill towards 
the cliff. 

Cornelia and Alice gazed on each 
other, astonished ; " That is very odd!** 
cried the latter, " Did you observe his 
countenance ?** 

«* Yes, he suddenly knit his brows j 
and I' thought looked quite strange !'* 

^* Let u$ follow him,'* rejoined Alice^ 
" if he go on at that rate, and not being 
aware, he may slip down some of the fis- 
sures into the sea." 

Alice hastened forward as she spoke ; 
dttd not merely walking, but running, 
joined him as he had gained the top of 
the cliff. Cornelia came up soon after ; and 
seeking to divert Ferdinand from what- 
ever painful thoughts possessed him, she 
uttered the first idea that presented it- 
self, and exclaimed as she approached, 
*^ You two stand there, your garments 
waving iij.the breeze, like Adam and the 
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93xgel ^yverloqkix^ the earth and its 
waters.*' 

"Tome,*' answered Ferdinjwid, " it 
might w^U be called the hill of* paradise ; 
if yo^ and your sweet Alice, would in- 
deed be to me what the sister^angels 
wpre to the erring father of mankind I'* 

Alice looked from him to her sister, 
with a tender pity that did not escape its 
object. Again he found a balmy warmth 
encircle his heart. The freezing hand 
of despair, which a moment before bad 
obliterated all othef impressions, was 
again withdrawn. *< Have I," said he to 
himself, " indeed interested this innocent 
creature? I, so unworthy, so self de- 
spised !'* He drew towards her, as she 
followed Cornelia, who turned thr.ou^ 
some broken craggs, and crossing a ra- 
vine, brought them forth on a ridge that 
faced the west. At their feet lay the 
strait which divides the two shores. The 
tide wa^ retreating, and rapidly discover- 
ing the sands and sunken rocks which 
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fi)nii the foundation of the stupeta&nis 
cliffon which stand the towers of Barn- 
borough* 

« What princely fortresfs is that?" 
demanded Ferdinand, surprised into ex- 
clamation by the commanding line of 
coast ; and the magnitude of the warlike 
structure which crowned its summit. 

** It is the castle of my mother's ances- 
tors,'* rcjplied Cornelia ; *« under that pa- 
rental roof, when my dear grandfather 
lived, she jpassed many a happy day ; and 
there my sister Alice was bom." 

Ferdinand could not forbear looking 
from it» regal grandeur, to the' two lovely 
beings by his side : the offspring of the 
barons bold, who in former ages had 
poured the storm of sovereignty from those 
embattled walls! and they were content to 
pass their lives in an obscure parsonage, 
on an almost deserted island! — Their 
garments were simple as their lot; but 
the air of the one still demanded the 
coronet of her ancestors } while the other. 
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fair, tender, and. unaspiring, seemed: 
ready to thrink from the thi-eatening 
front of what had once been the strong- 1 
hold of her fathers. <* Bright Cornelia !'* 
said he to himself, as he looked on the 
castle, and listened to her observations ; 
** your lover may be he who courts the 
wonderful, the wild, on the dizzy steep 
or the wide ocean ! — But my heart — 
had it not engendered the vulture which 
preys upon its vitals ! — would cleave to 
seclusion and peace, in the bosom of your 
timid Alice/' 

Cornelia described the extent of ground 
which the fortress occupied ; enumerated 
its towers, and assigned to each the era 
of its ei:ection. She pointed with par- 
ticular complacency to the white walls 
of the formidable dungeon; and quoted 
Archives in Durham Abbey, to prove 
that its foundation was the work of a 
Roma^ Emperon She named the Saxon 
Kings, from Ida to Egbert, who had 

rsgi^ed their standard on its roof j and 
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surge, the lashing waters whitened his ' 
sides with their foatn. In one of these 
fearful moments, a huge wave, rolling 
towards the island, raised the man and 
horse upon its immensie hosom, to a 
height almost level with the rock ; and 
then plunged with them into a depth that 
seemed to cover them for ever. 

«* Merciful Heaven, it is Louis !" cried 
Alice -^ in that fatal instant she had recog- 
nised him, and with frantic shrieks ran 
forward, as if to meet him in the ocean. 

Finding that the extraordinary swell 
of the last wave, had not merely torn 
the footing of his stout hunter from the 
ground, but had exhausted his strength, 
Louis slid from his back while he was yet 
overwhelmed by the weight of the surge'; 
and grasping the bridle, swam with him 
through the deep water. Coming to the 
breakers, he waded the rest ; and having 
drawn his faithful horse on the shelving 
ro(^s, was patting his heaving sides, 
when he perceived the terrified party- - 
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rushing down the nearest. path .tp |iis4i^ 
sistance. Ferdinand had behel)! ^\^ 
whole with wonder. And now that he 
stood apart, and saw him, with f^rippi^g 
garments, and uncovered heafl, reining 
and soothing the alarmed animal, that he 
might not injure the sisters; the asto- 
nished Spaniard could not help e^i^claim- 
ing to himself : 

** Mounting with springing step the broad asceilti 
A buoyant form of matchless shape I spied. 
Attired like one whose ardent soul is bent 
To win in fleetest race, by glory's side. 
Flinging its changeless splendor far and wide 
From his bright forehead flamed the polar star; 
Through his clear cheek the ruby-tinctured tide 
Shone with a healthful glow; while on the air 
Back from his radiant eyes, was blown the cliutjerif{g 
hairr 

" Louis ! Louis V* exclaimed l^ptb sis* 
ters at once. Alice clasped Itier hands 
^nd sobbed aloud. 

" Why, my dearest cousin, en<;;Qi|iiter 
all this danger ?'* cried Cornelia. 

" 1 had no other way of gating to you.'* 

VOL. I. H 
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*« Hear him!" cried Alice, running 
back to Ferdinand, and grasping his arm ; 
<« I knew it was not his own will that 
detained him from us. Dear, dear, Louis 1*' 
and weeping again with the excess of her 
joy, she unconsciously allowed Ferdinand 
to support her with his arnk 

Louis called to a fisherman he descried 
among the rocks; and giving him his 
borse to lead to the Parsonage stables,, 
proceeded with CorneHa to join the 
trembling Alice and the young Spaniard, 
who, his cousin had told him, was their 
uncle's guest* 

" My sweetest Alice I** said Louis, as 
he approached her. The moment she 
heard his footstep and the salutation,, she 
took her hands from her streaming eyes, 
and threw herself upon his breast. 

ComeUa put her hand upon Ferdi- 
nand's arm, and impelling him gently 
forward ; " pardon me, Don Ferdinand,'' 
said shcj <• but Alice is so weak in her 
nerves 1 Or rather, her tender nature is 
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SO dive to any danger threatening those 
she loves, that at such times she is hardly 
herself. She will recover soonest when 
left alone with our dear, but still rash 
cousin." 

" What could impel Mr. de Montemar 
to so extraordinary an act ?" 

*« His word, given to my uncle, not to 
be a willing inmate with Duke Wharton. 
His Grace is at the castle ; and he and 
Sir Anthony, finding Louis determined 
to return to Lindisfarne, would have 
made him their prisoner, had he not 
effected his escape by this terrible ex- 
pedient." 

" But why did Mr. Athelstone requirt 
such a promise from your cousin ?" asked 
Ferdinand ; " has the gay Duke offended 
your unde ?" 

** As he has offended all virtuous men," 
replied Cornelia with severity. Ferdi- 
nand regretted his inconsiderate question. 
Fearing the impression it might leave on 
the sister of Alice, he sighed deeply, and 
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exclaimed; ** happy De Montemar! to 
be in this blessed seclusion ^o strange to 
vicfe, that its first s^ect causes you to 
fly with horror ! In the wide, worthless 
world. Miss Coningsby, vice meets us at 
every turning ; and, to our shame, fami- 
liarity with the object soon makes us 
indifferent to its deformity." 

The young Spaitiard again lost his self- 
possession ; and with sin almost eonvUbed 
countenance and waiving hits hand for 
her not to follow him, he darted through 
a chasm into the craggs; and by their 
intervening projections instantly disap- 
peared. Cornelia joined Alice and her 
cousin ; then turned with them into the 
direct path to the Parsonage, that Louis 
m%ht be released from his wet garments ; 
and her uncle relieved from any alarm 
the arrival of the horse might have oc- 
casioned. As they walked homewardt 
she gave her cousin a brief account of 
the visit of the Marquis and his son ; 
find he much surprised her, when^ he de« 
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claiTed this to be the fii^st intimation he 
had received, of th^ir arrival. Alice was 
not sparing of her invectives against Sir 
Apthony for his dishonourable conceaU 
inent of her uncle's xpessenger ; and then 
enq;uired how Lpuis had at la3t broken 
away from his detainers. 

«< That yoij shall hear by and by," said 
1^ ** I^ut 1 4^'^ know wh^t Cornelia wiU 
say; for, indeed^ I had a run for it!" 
Cornelia si^iled; and he added ^i a 
graver tone j ** but if Mr. Athelstone 
knew the Duke of Wharton was at Barn- 
borough, what mi^st he have thoMght of 
my apparent neglect of his summons? 
Of my shameless contempt of my pro* 
mise?" 

*^ No circumstance could have made 
Invfi believe that any neglect came from 
you," cried Alice, " but we never heard 
of that frightful Duke being there i and 
so my uncle thought nothing 9bQut your 
stay, only as he regretted your Ipsing so 
piuch of the society of these ppbl^ ^ii- 
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niards/* ' On the first intimation of their 
being Spaniards^ Louis had eagerly en- 
quired whether they came from his fa- 
ther ; and Cornelia having answered no ; 
that their errand was the young man's 
health; he listened with benevolent in- 
terest to Alice's questions, of what was 
become of Don Ferdinand. Cornelia 
shook her head ; and describing how he 
had left her, had just finished her account 
of his strange behaviour, when they ar- 
rived at the garden wicket. Louis en- 
tered the house by a side-door, that he 
might rid himself of his disordered cloaths 
before he saw the family ; and Cornelia 
went to communicate his arrival to her 
mother and uncle. 

Being satisfied of the safety of her 
cousin, Alice felt her anxiety re-awaken 
for another object. She lingered in the 
garden behind her sister; she returned 
to the wicket, and stood gazing through 
it } then stepping up the sun dial mound, 
looked from si^e to side ov^r the boi^nd^ 
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aries of the garden. Ferdinand was no 
where to be descried. The treacherous 
footing among the rocks, the perpendi- 
cular clifFs, his abstracted eye, and hurry- 
ing step, again presented themselves to 
her thoughts; and alarmed and agitated, 
she turned wistfully towards the hill be- 
yond the little gate. " From that spot, 
I might certainly see him. •*— But if he 
were to see me, how strange he would 
think it! And Cornelia too, that I should 
absent myself from dear XiOuis, after such 
danger !'^ 

Just as with blush succeeding blush, 
3he made these comments, the object of 
her anxiety appeared from the opposite 
side on the top of the hill^ leaaing on his 
father's arm. Joy, confusion, a sense of 
shame she had never felt before, over- 
whelmed her ; and springing from the 
mound, she ran hastily across the garden. 
She darted into the house, as if fearful of 
pursuit.; and stopped, panting, before the 
4oor of her uncle's library. Supposing it 
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Vacant, and glad to recover breath UA^ 
observed, she opened the door, and 
found herself in the presence of her 
uncle. He was bending before a table, 
and leaning his head upon his elapsed 
hands* On hearing a step, he looked 
up. Alice stood confounded. 

<* My child," cried he, " come hither, 
and with me thank the giver of all good 
for the virtuous firmness of your cousin ! 
He hais not only preserved th^t bloom of 
tiuSti uidmpaired, which, if once lost 
never is regained ; but he has risqued his 
life this morning, to avoid a man who, I 
know, he loves, but whose society he i^e^- 
linquishes becaui^e iie believes himi to be 
as fbll of vices as of charms. Come Alice, 
and bow with me before his Almighty 
guardian!" 

Alice sunk on her knees by the side of 
her tincle. She bent her face upon his 
tbrvent hands, and pressed them with her 
lips as her heart breathed with devotion 
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the thanksgiving his doquent pi^y pro- 
nounced. 

Cornelia, having been the glad isues- 
senger to Mr. Athelstone, and afterwards 
to her mother, of the safe return of Louis, 
accompanfied Mrs. Conii;ig8by to the ge- 
neral sitting room. It was that in which 
tibey had welcomed the travellers the pre^ 
ceding night, and where* they found 
them now. Ferdinand had x^astMmself 
into a chair, :&tigued and gloomy. Ifis 
Either stood by the window, gazing on 
bim in anxious silence. Mrs. iCooingaby 
liad not time to addr^is either, before -the 
Pastor entered. He advanced immedi- 
ately to Santa Gruz; and ins aged ayes 
not discerning the pecidiar sadness ,of liis 
guest, »•* My Lord Marquis,^' .cried he, 
«*< Louis de Montenl^ is returned, ^d 
I take shame to myself for l|a\4ng doubted 
the integrity of his -word;'^ 

^ My son has tpld me sufficient /of. the 
manner in which Mr* de Montemar ihas 
kept it, to 'iill *me «vkith .^peqpeot>for iris 
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principles, and to inspire me with sfome" 
thing more than admiration for the deter* 
mination with which he has asserted 
them/' 

Before the Marquis had ceased speak- 
ing, a quick step was heard in the pas- 
sage. 

<« Here is, my dear nephew/' cried 
Mrs. Coningsby, and the next moment 
he opened the door; but perceiving the 
strangers, he checked the buoyant glad- 
ness with which he was coming forward, 
and with a graceful bow advanced intp 
the room. Alice glided in after him, and 
took a seat behind her mother's chair. 
Mr. Athelstohe immediately named to 
him the Marquis Santa Cruz, and Don 
Ferdinand d'Osorio, The Marquis scan^ 
ned for a moment the son of Ripperda, 
and the comparison he could not but 
draw was wormwood to the heart of ^ 
father. Nature had given Louis a pass- 
port to almost every bosom ; a counte- 
mnoe and a figure ^fMoh needed m »^^ 
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<dition to complete the perfect form of 
youthful nobleness. 

" Mr. de Montemar,*' said Santa Cruz, 
addressing him with a sigh he could not 
smother, " you have this day proved how 
worthy you are of the name you bear. 
I shall be proud of your friendship for 
my son.'* 

Louis found himself pressed to .,the 
breast of Don Ferdinand, who indistinct- 
ly repeated his father's assurance of es- 
teem. Praise and flattery of dubious 
import were fresh in the mind of Louis ; 
but there was something in the encomium 
uttered by the Marquis, an air of noble 
sincerity rather than of courtly politeness^ 
that billed him with a pleasure very ap- 
parent in the lumiji[^pus countenance with 
which he bowed in modest silence to what 
was said. The Marquis pursued the sul}« 
ject with a vehemence not usual to him 4 
and still addressing Louis, spoke of the 
indispensible.duty of maintaining mutual 
^confidence between relations J and tbeiii 
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tfxpatiated on the ^onoorable conteit 
which man is commissioned to hold at all 
periods of his life with the ignoble im- 
]|ptils€fs of sense, till the appetites are 
iubdui^, and the passions themselves 
tif^coMe the agents of virtue. 

*' Few yonng men/' added he, *• would 
have made so bold an amendment as you 
'you have doiie, on the story of Telema- 
xhtiB. He waited till Mentor thrust him 
'fibm tfie rock, you cast yourself into the 
Ttea !^' 

iJouis lost the pleasure of being ap- 
*pnyv^, in the embarrassing personality 
-of the language. He thought the Mar- 
M^ufe %ent much farther than delicacy 
"Cduld warrant, or real respect for'the 
' o^jisct of his ipraise W6uld have dicta^ted. 
^hat had he then heard 6f the scene iA 
"the castle ? How much was left for him- 
?$df to tell his revered uncle ? And 
'Whethefr did he indeed deserve praise or 
^blfeime for his tardy yet AesptrBie deter- 
'mination fo escaipe ? While this piasaed 
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ordered. But some were present, who 
read in the anxious face of Santa Cruz a 
dearer aim than paying a cottj^ment to 
a stranger. 

Mrs. Coningsby observed that Ferdi- 
nand was discomposed by his father's re- 
marks ; and the Marquis himself soon 
perceived the mischief he had done. He 
sought to excite a generous emulation in 
his despondent son ; but he saw that his 
extraordinary eulogy of Louis had been 
received by Ferdinand as an insidious 
reproach to himself: and resentful of 
the covert infliction, he stood distant, 
frowning and pale. A withering chill 
struck to the heart of the father, who be- 
came abruptly silent. Striving to shake 
<3ff his embarrassment, Louis looked up» 
and met the haughty glance at Don Fer- 
dinand. When their eyes encoimtered, 
^he Spaniard's ashy che^ flttshed scarlet, 
and he turned with a scornful ait^towards 
the windoWf This, by offending Louis, 
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tended to ' restore his self-possessiod. 
Whatever the father might intend by his 
excessive praise, the son evidently shewed 
that he dei^ised its object. Louis thought 
he could not mistake the looks of the 
young Spaniard, and a sense of self-re- 
spect immediately dispelled his confusion. 
Pleased with the truth of the Marquis's 
remarks, the Pastor had remained a 
gratified listener. But Alice, observing 
the gloom of Ferdinand ; and half sus- 
pecting there was some reproving refer- 
.^ence to him in what had been said, took 
advantage of the. general pause; and 
hoping to change the conversation, «r 
at least take it out of the Marquis's 
hand's^ she whispered her mother to 
-ask of Louis the particulars of his detea- 
,tion at the castle. Mrs. Coningsby did 
so, adding, " It will interest our guests: 
— and I am anxious to know how you 
could be driven to so dangerous an i4» 
temative/V , 
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Louis felt new embarrassment at this 
request ; and in a low voice he replied to 
his aunt, " I am sure, madam, you will ex- 
cuse me, if I do not relate circumstances 
in the presence of these gentlemen, 
which might seem to cast some blapie on 
a relation to whom I owe gratitude, jf 
not unquestionable respect ?'* 

The Marquis rose from his seat, on 
over-hearing this answer, and taking 
Louis's hand ; " young man," said he, 
" I honour you/* Louis could not doubt 
that look, that voice, that pressure j and 
blaming himself for having been inclined 
to take a prejudice against the « father, 
from the repelling manners of the son ; 
he gazed long and silently on the closed 
door, after the Marquis and Ferdinand 
had left the room* 
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CHAP. VI. 

Understandikg the delicacy of Santa 
Cruz, in thus having withdrawn ; and to 
leave the room free for his return, the 
Pisistor retired with his family into the 
library, where they listened without in- 
terruption to a brief account of what had 
passed at the castle. — Louis only ex- 
cepted Wharton's mysterious discourse ; 
and a little softened his representation of 
the scenes with the female visitors. He 
did not mean to deceive in either case ; 
but honour forbade his betraying the 
Duke} and the decency of a manly 
mind, almost unconsciously threw a shade 
over descriptions which confessed their 
nature, by shrinking from disclosure. 

Mr. Athelstone scarcely spoke during 
the recital. He listened with an aiten- 



THE PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDE. 161 

tion that considered every circumstance, 
and weighed every word. — The ladies 
^ere affected differently. Mrs. Conings- 
by inveighed against Sir Anthony, and 
extolled Duke Wharton for his unex- 
pected interference in favour of her 
nephew's return. Cornelia expressed 
her wonder that women of any respecta- 
bility could bring themselves to share 
the bofstierons society of the baronet and 
bis Gompanians.. -'— And Alice asked, as 
adxe^ses must copy from the best models, 
ivhetber it could teaily be the fashion in 
London and abroad, for women to be so 
very easy with men? — " If it is," gaid 
shcj looking at her sister; " how very 
stupid Don Ferdinand must tliink you 
and me !** 

Louis smiled, and thought ; ** Did you 
kndw all the ease of those ladies, how 
little would you have sullied those pure 
lips with even the mention of their 
names." But he only answered, *• My 
dear Alice, license in your sex is more 
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complimented than respected by ours. — 
Modesty in woman must be the fashion 
with men of principle in every country." 
When he closed his relation, Mrs. 
Coningsby rose from her chair in vehe- 
ment indignation at her brother ; who 
had thus sought to gratify a whim, at 
the expence of his own honour, and the 
risque of his nephew's life. — The sisters 
trembled at what might have been the 
fatal ccmsequence of Louis's desperate 
escape* And to calm the three, by di- 
verting their attention to what he felt 
they were all most inhospitably neglect- 
ing, Mr. Athelstone proposed their seek- 
ing the Marquis and his son ; while he 
remained a few minutes with Louis, to 
make some necessary observations on 
what they had just heard. 

Louis foresaw that his uncle meant to 
enquire more particularly respecting the 
puke, than he had thought fit to do 
before his nieces. — r When they had left 
the TQomf the good old man drew bis 



THE PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDE. l6S 

chair close to his nej^ew, and with earn-* 
est tenderness asked him if he had dis^ 
closed all? — The cheeks of Louis kind- 
led and his eyes fell. 

" My child, V cried the Pastor, " these 
answer for you. — You have not! — I 
guessed it, from your manner when you 
spoke of those women, and that dissem- 
bling Wharton. — Fear not to confess to 
me. — What is it that you have withheld 
from me ?" 

" Nothing, I trust, my dearest Sir, to 
justify this extraordinary agitation in 
yoiu'self.'* 

" Thank God ! Thank God. ~ That 
open brow is still unmarked with consci- 
ousness of guilt. -— Oh, my child, may it 
be ever thus with thee ! — Preserve that 
innocence, so bright, so peace-bestowing ! 
and never hesitate doing as you did this 
morning, risking your lifb in its preaerv-^ 
ation.** 

" 1 never will, my uncle : — So lidp 
.roe, heaven !'* 
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A soimnn panse ensued. — Whea Mr, 
Athdbtone again spoke, the lestoied se- 
cenity of his miod ivas se^i in the 
benign composure \Rith idbtch he pro^ 
ceserded to iitiseuas the very subject which, 
a Jew moments before,, had occasMMBed 
ium so ntfech ewotton. He at once ex- 
piresacd bos bdicf tfaotr his nepkefv's caa^ 
test at Banborough iwd htsm of a mofc 
serious nature tban he iiad yet allowed ; 
and he hoped he was not uncharitable in 
stis^cting that Duke Wltartoo made 
those theatrical ladies his to(Js to detain 
Louis, while he played the disinterested 
part ^ promoting his release. Louis 
^euld not admit this inference ; but 

he acknowledged that bis uncle bad 
guessed right ivith regard to the diare 
the ladies had in protracting his stay. 
He ingenuously told the whole relating 
to them ; and did not even disguise his 
own delusion of senses during the mid- 
'night revels. 

The venerable Pastor lifted up his 
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clasped hands : -^ << Anthony ! vile An* 
thony !** were his ejaculations during the 
recital. -—" Oh, Louis,'' cried he, "the 
bane of your life was in^hat hour! — 
and in the blindness of your (Cheated 
imagination, had you put ^rth your 

hand to take the poisoned cup 

alas, dear child of my sdnted niece, how 
near were these grey hairs being, brought 
with shame and sorrow to the grave !" — 
He paused; then resumed; for Louis 
was too much afiected to interrupt him. 

" I cannot excuse the Duke« — -r. 1 
know him to be profligate ; though to 
you he affects to despise the compamons 
of his debasing pleasures* These women 
were in his train; and I firmly believe 
he Bxcited their practices on your inex* 
perienced heart.'^ 

"How? — Why?" 

" That he might have you m his 
power." 

" For what ? my uncle." He had oe 
sooner asked the questioPi than recoU 
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lectioh of the park discaurse, answered 

" I know not for what," replied Mr. 
Athelstone, " Probably he does not ex- 
actly know himself* — But there is a 
principle in wickedness that delights in 
k}dng human virtue waste, merely for 
the sake of destruction ! The prince of 
evil was a murderer from the hegimmg I 
and so are all his followers." 

" But my dear Sir,, taking it for 
granted that Duke Wharton had an ob- 
ject to gain with me, how would my 
subjection to the seductions of these 
women, put me in his power?" 

" He would have been your master in 
the new science you began to learn. ^^— 
He would have governed your passions by 
the wiles of these wantons ; — and, self- 
abased, and dependant on him for the 
wretched wagesr of your sin ; how abject, 
would have been your slavery ! How 
omnipotent his controul !" 

Louis felt the cold damps of suspicion 
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drop upon his heart. — He turned pale ; 
he gasped for breath. A thousand cir- 
cumstances which might corroborate his 
uncle^s suggestion rushed upon his re- 
collection. Though Wharton ridiculed 
the advances of these women, he did not 
repel them! Though he scorned the 
sensualist's pursuit, he boasted of seem- 
ing to share it, that he might turn him 
to his purpose. And when Louis re- 
treated in his sight from the temptations 
he feared, did not the Duke rather laugh 
him into daring their strength, than en- 
courage his flying from their influence ? 
' — Louis had never before doubted 
human being ; much less suspected per- 
fidy in the man who solicited his con- 
fidence, and whose irresistible persua- 
sions had charmed him of more than half 
his heart. The Pastor grasped the cold 
hand of his nephew. 

" Louis, can you be thus disturbed, by 
nothing more than my representation of 
what might have been ?** 

10 
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" My most revered, my best friend!'^ 
cried be, straining the old man's hand to 
his breast ; " There are some views of 
human nature that strike an honest heart 
with horror. But I cannot suspect Duke 
Wharton of such murderous treachery, 
when he had that very heart, in his hand. 
Oh, my uncle, wrest from me the thought! 
It seems to cover the character of man 
with one universal blot." 

Mr. Athelstone allowed the violence of 
his nephew'^ feelings to exhaust itself, 
before he made a reply. He saw . some* 
thing had passed between Louis and the 
Duke, which the former still kept secret; 
and confident in his integrity, he deter- 
mined not to press a disclosure he ap» 
peared so averse to offering voluntarily. 

" I perceive, Louis," said he, " that 
you do think it is possible you might 
have been placed in the predicament I 
have supposed. I also perceive this 
subtle nobleman has got you so far into 
his power as to hay^ obtained your con* 
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iidence, and a pledge from you of secrecy. 
I do not require you to betray it; but I 
warn you again ! You have put your 
heart into the hand of a man who is prac- 
tised in deceiving ; and who has no value 
for your deposit, but as it suits his pur- 
pose to make you his toy or his tool. 
These are his words, as you repeated 
them to me ; and let them be his judge/^ 
^ Louii$ was shocked to find this accu- 
sation lodge, and not rebound from 
his heart He acknowle(%ed that the 
Duke did engage him in a conversation 
he would rather have avoided; but no 
pledge of secrecy had been demanded ; 
yet it was implied, and he trusted his 
uncle would think the word of honour, 
he then gave ought to be respected. 

♦* Your uncle, my child, will never in- 
duce you to violate that fidelity of word, 
which he has ever taught you to regard 
as one of the most sacred bonds of society. 
But, without committing yourself by any 
answer to what I may say, you must 
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allow me to speak to the subject on which 
I believe your honour has been given?'* 

** Speak freely, Sir, and I shall be 
grateful, but on your own terms, I make 
no answer.'* 

He prepared to listen, looking down, 
that Mr. Athelstone might not redd by 
the consciousness of his eyes, how true or 
false was his guess. 

The good Pastor had no difficulty in 
fixing his suspicions on some confidential 
communication respecting the expatriated 
royal family. Duke Wharton was the 
near relation of the unfortunate Lord 
Derwentwater, who died on the scailbld, 
in the cause of James Stuart ; wid from 
that hour his young kinsman had de- 
clared so loud an indignation of the 
severity of the sentence, that his guar- 
dians could hold him in no bounds. And 
ever since, it was more than suspected 
that his influence was secretly used to 
maintain the interests which the expelled 
Prince still preserved in some parts of 
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the kingdom. Mr. Athelstone was aware 
that hopes were now reviving, which it 
tras supposed had been finaHy crushed 
six years ago on the field qf GlenshieL 
But a patriot king was stitl only a vision. 
There were features in the personal cha- 
racter of George the First which rendered 
him unpopular with a high-spirited and 
intelligent nobility. He^was haughty, 
reserved, and severe. All sincere mem- 
bers of the reformed church, and friends 
of national liberty, amongst the middle 
classes of the people, had the good sense 
to compromise the defects of the indivi- 
dual, for the general benefit of possess- 
ing a protestant king, and a limited mo- 
narchy. A large proportion of the 
nobility also, were of this opinion ; while 
others merely followed the stream of 
power; and the rest rather endured than 
rejoiced in the changed succession. * 
Though the principle of the nation at 
large was thus firm to its own measure of 
faith and of loyalty, yet parties ran high 
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in the English metropolis ; and the court 
at St. Germain's, mistaking the rage of 
faction for public discontent, conceived 
new hopes of being recalled to the seat of 
its ancient glory* Elated with these ex* 
pectationsy the widowed queen of James 
the Second, in one part of the continent, 
and the Prince her son in another, drew 
around them all whom personal devotion, 
fancied interest, or a spirit of adventure, 
could animate to try again the often-dis« 
puted cause. The policy of Europe con- 
tributed to keep alive these pretensions ; 
for whenever any new circumstance of 
liiational jealousy excited a country to dis- 
turb the peace of England, the rival 
Power had only to exchange ambassadors 
with St. Germain's, and make the restor* 
ation of its family a pretext for hostilities* 
Such had been the case in 1715, and also 
in 1719| when Spain assisted the Chevalier 
Saint George in his descent on Scotland, 
But with new ministers came new sys« 
terns } and it was now whispered that 
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Philip the Fifth was veering round to the 
side of the house of Hanover. 

Mr. Athelstone hastily ran over these 
preliminaries to the inference he meant 
to draw ; observing the fluctuating com^ 
plexion of his nephew ; and beUeving 
that in guessing the subject of the Duke's 
discourse, he had also discovered its 
motive. In his morning's conversation 
with the Marquis^ that nobleman had 
told him an anecdote of the Duke which 
bore on his present surmises. During 
the preceding Christmas, the Spanish 
ambassador at Paris had met Wharton at 
a diplomatic dinner given by the French 
minister. Flushed with wine, half-jest, 
half-earnest, the gay Duke interrupted a 
discussion on the desperation of the 
Stuart cause, by declaring himself its 
champion. " My master's interest,** 
cried he, <<has hitherto been mismanaged. 
Pertli and two or three other old women, 
like Macbeth's witches, have met together 
under the portal of St. Germain's, to pro^ 

I 3 



17* THE PASTOR'S HRX-SIDK. 

phesy rf crowns, and produce hahers. 
But they are now laid in the red sea! And 
man and determination are called upon 
to act« I bring both in my own person^ 
BiaA am ready to run a tilt with George 
of Hanover, and Robert Walpole to 
boot, whenever your good kings will open 
the field to me!'' 

*• My dear Louis,'* continued the 
Pastor, *< here, I doubt not, this zealous 
champion has come to collect for his lists ; 
and you would be a second to gam him a 
triumph.'* 

Louis surprised, turned his eyes on 
his uncle* 

** Yes, you, — as a promise of yomr 
father." 

" My &ther Sir ! how could I engage 
for my father? and how could my father 
serve the cause you suspect the Duke 
has at heart?'* 

«* Your father was the energy of HoU 
land } and, I understand, is the wisdom 
of Spain^ We knew that he w^ respected 
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by the Spanish nation, and possessed the 
confidence of its monarch. But I was 
not aware of the extent of his power in 
that country, till I learnt it yesterday 
from the Marquis Santa Cruz. He tells 
me, that since the removal of Cardinal 
Alberoni from the place of prime mi* 
nister, others may have the title, but youir 
father dictates the measures. Indeed^ 
added the Marquis, in any state he must 
ever have proved himself a grea^ nfian ; 
but Spain is his country; and restored 
to that, he flourishes like a tree in its 
native soil." 

Louis knew that his family was ori« 
ginally Spanish. That his grandfather, 
Don Juan de Montemar, Duke of Rip« 
perda, had removed from Spain in a pique 
against his sovereign. On further pro- 
vocation he joined an insurrection in the 
Netherlands. The King retaliated, by 
confiscating his patrimonial estates in 
Andalusia, and degrading him from the 
rank of Grandee. Separated for ever 
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from his native country, and loathing its 
very remembrance, he laid aside his Spa* 
nish title with disdain, and became a 
citizen of Groningen. On purchasing 
large estates in that province, the States- 
General gave him the rank of Baron; 
and soon after he married the only daugh- 
ter of the late Prince Casimir, of Nassau. 
Her brave father had been killed in bat- 
tie against the Spaniards ; and the proud 
and resentful Ripperda, therefore, gave 
his hand to her with particular compla- 
cency. A son was the fruit of this mar- 
riage, who its haj^y mother named after 
her imcle and cousin, both so famous for 
their patriotic virtues ; one, the then ex- 
isting Stadtholder qf the Netherlands ; 
the other, winning by his valiant deeds 
the future distinction of being King of 
England. Never having any more chil- 
dren, the illustrious parents lavished every 
species of care upon this; and with a 
pride, which all the adopted republica- 
nism of the father could not subdue, they 
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saw him grow up with the proofs of his 
noble ancestry manifested in his spirit j 
courteous, brave, and ambitious* While 
he was yet a youth, he fought for Hol- 
land and for England, under the standard 
of his kinsman the great King William; 
and particularly distinguished his narae 
at the celebrated siege of Namur. But 
the elder Ripperda did not long enjoy 
his son's fame. He died before the 
young hero returned to Groningen, His 
mother, who inherited the intellectual 
ambition of her princely house, exerted 
all her persuasions to turn the passion 
of her son from military glory to politi- 
cal honours. She effected her purpose ; 
for nature seconded her views. The 
young Baron was born to be a statesman. 
There was an extraordinary intuitive in- 
telligence in his mind, that seemed to 
req[uire rio more than to turn towards a 
subject, to comprehend it ; all its bear- 
ings became present to him ; and the 
energy ef action followed the moment 
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in which its utility was perceived. He 
early became the confident of statesmen ; 
and as every element takes its level, soon 
found his proper sphere, as their adviser ; 
the suggester, and impelling agent of 
their bddest plans* In fact, he was the 
spirit of their council, without appearing 
in its body ; for he professed the religion 
of his father, which was Roman Catholic. 
His mother's church was that <rf her 
country. And the bigotry of her de- 
ceased husband not having been imbibed 
by her son, she found no difficulty in con- 
verting him to the simplicity of the Hoi* 
landers' faith. The only obstacle being 
thus removed, the next assembly of the 
States General saw him seated amongst 
them as representative of the province 
of Groningen. His civic honours were 
quickly succeeded by his mother's death. 
Two years afler that event, he married 
the beautiful daughter of Sir Hedworth 
Athelstone. But his lot was not to be 
^ound in a domestic circle. His young 
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baroness died in the first. year of his nup- 
tials ; and he relinquished his only child 
to the prayers of its maternal grand* 
father. 

Thus, separated from every object that 
might have had a near claim upon his 
heart, Ripperda gave up his soul to the 
commonwealth. He tmvelled through- 
out Europe, to study the characters and 
politics of its rulers, in the seats of their 
governments ; and he returned with an 
extent of information which rendered his 
judgement on general policy, almost om- 
niscient. His influence too, was not less 
far-reaching; for he never forgot the 
gracious courtesies of life, in the stem 
pursuits of the statesman. — In him was 
mingled a strange, but imposing union ; 
the republican independence of a citizen 
of Holland, with the chivalric gallantry 
and feudal grandeur which distinguish 
the grandee of Spain. — His house was 
a palace ; his retinue superb ; and his 
table open every day to the first men in 
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the States, and to all noble strangers who 
visited the country. His thoughts, his 
time, his fortune, all were dedicated to 
the Republic : — but he would bestow 
that all according to his own humour. 
Not by a covert, silent, channel; but 
openly, bounteously, magnificently; as 
be thought became him who made the 
dedication, and the great people by which 
it was accepted. With this profusion, 
he was no prodigal. His estates in 
Groningen and the adjacent provinces, 
were immense ; but they were not liis 
only means. His expansive genius had 
grasped the various resources of com- 
merce ; and the treasures which poured 
into him from every point of the com- 
pass, rendered his expenditure exhaust- 
less. Thus absorbed in a wide-spreading 
vortex of public duties, which seemed 
by each s.uccessive movement to separate 
his- thoughts still farther from domestic 
recollections, it is not surprising that he 
almost ceased to remember he was a 
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father. Indeed the image of his absent son 
never presented itself, but when occasi* 
onal letters arrived from Mr. Athelstone ; 
and then the thought once or twice 
occurred to him to have Louis to Hol- 
land. The next public dispatch dissi- 
pated the idea; and it never crossed 
him again, till some other letter recalled 
the wish — to be as speedily forgotten. 
Meanwhile, the great events of Europe 
were operating an unlooked for change 
in the destiny of Baron de Ripperda. 

When Louis the Fourteenth of France 
died, his descendant Philip the Fifth of 
Spain, felt himself released from a yoke 
in which there had been more of the 
despot than of the parent. — And, in 
consequence of certain political changes 
which he immediately proposed, the 
States-General found it necessary to eon- 
fide their affairs at his court to some man 
-ef diplomatic genius, capable of coping 
with the mysterious policy of Alberoni, 
and the variety of talent possessed by the 
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foreign ministers assembled at Madrid. 
Their universal suffiage named the Baron 
de Ripperda, and without demur he un- 
dertook the embassy. 

During a long and complicated nego- 
ciation at Madrid, he became the object 
of general interest and curiosity. His 
fine person, and exquisitely polished 
manners, were themes of amazement and 
admiration with the Queen and her ladies. 
Such graces of mien, and eloquence of 
discourse, could hardly be native or ac- 
quired by a Hollander! — But when it 
was understood that his father, and all 
his paternal ancestors were Spaniards, 
the enthusiasm of the Queen was excited 
to re-unite so much talent to the service 
of his original country. His favour with 
the royal Isabella was no trifling ob* 
ject of observation with the foreign mini- 
sters. But the jealousy which his acute 
penetration, and alert turns in diplomacy 
might have kept on the alarm, was be- 
guiled of its vigilance by the suavity of 
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his mannerSi and his talent of winning 
their confidence, while he gained hia 
object. He knew how to wear his 
triumphs with discretion ; for, content 
with victory, he never displayed its en- 
signs. Thus, he noiselessly purelUed his 
diplomatic advantages, and had subdued 
the whole field, before his adversary even 
perceived his banner on the grounds -— 
The object of his mission being ob» 
tained, he returned ta Holland. The 
States-General received him with public 
testimonies of satisfaction : — but he 
found his former sway in their councils 
traversed by a number of new represen- 
tatives, impatient of dictation, and jea- 
lous of his former supremacy in the state. 
Though he had brought in his hand a 
treaty, that proved his unswerving fide- 
lity to Holland, these turbulent men 
afifected to suspect he might hereafter be 
too well inclined to favour a country 
which had just invited him, with every 
maternal persuasion, to return to her 
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bosom. Despising the juvenile dema- 
gogues who presumed to insinuate sus-. 
picions against his public faith ; and in- 
dignant at the timidity of his colleagues, 
in suffering the utterance of such slan* 
d^rous insults ; he boldly declared, that 
Ihe ingratitude of the States-General 
now determined him to re-unite himself 
to the land of his fathers. — " But," 
said he, «* the unchecked obloquy of 
these novices, shall not provoke me to 
forget, when returned to my mother 
country, that Holland, until this dis- 
graceful moment, was my affectionate 
nurse !" 

Whilst disposing of his estates in 
Groningen, and turning the tide of his 
commercial affairs to the coasts of Spain, 
new revolutions were taking place in the 
political theatre of his future action. — 
Alberoni was dismissed the kingdom, in 
consequence of a trifling accident, which 
had the momentous effect of discovering 
all his long concerted plans to the eyes 
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of alarmed Europe. A scheme was de» 
veloped to agrandize Spain at the ex* 
pence of all other nations ; and had not 
Philip sacrificed his too-ds^ng minister 
to the indignation of the monarchs, he 
would have felt their resentment on every 
side of his kingdom. The cabinet of 
Madrid was in tumults ; and the King 
and Queen, doubting^ to what hand they 
could safely commit the helm in so dan* 
gerous a storm« At this juncture, Rip«* 
perda returned ; and was received with 
open arms. Besides his acquaintance 
with foreign courts, his eminent situa^ 
tion, some years before, at the congress 
of Utrecht, by bringing him into diplo- 
matic contact with the most efficient 
statesmen of the different nations, had 
informed him so thoroughly of their in- 
dividual characters, and general views 
for their respective countries, that he 
found no difficulty in presenting his now 
acknowledged sovereigns, with a chart 
by which they might navigate the ves- 
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sel of the State out of the perilous track 
into which the adventurous Alberoni had 
plunged her. 

All this was transacted in the private 
boudoir of Her Majesty. To the incon* 
fiiderate part of the world, Ripperda ap- 
peared to have strangely resigned him<» 
self to a life of mere amusement ; for to 
the inconsiderate^ all is what it seems. 
His fine person was excuse enough to 
them, for the high favour in which he 
stood with the Queen ; for though no lip 
of slander had ever moved against her 
honour; all knew, that like the royal 
Elizabeth of England, she was fond of 
the attentions of handsome and accom- 
plished men. 

Ripperda purchased a villa near Se- 
govia, and a superb mansion at Madrid. 
His household establishment and equi- 
pages were not less magnificent, than 
when he was one of the merchant princes 
of Holland ; and his table, in like man- 
ner was surrounded by the best company 
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of Spain. The gayer part believed that 
his evening attendance at the Btben 
JRetirowBs to play picquet with the Queen, 
or chess with His Majesty ^ but the graver 
sort were fully aware that, whoever were 
the ostensible ministers of Philip, Rip* 
perda was the one in fact. They couU 
trace to his suggestion, aad covert exe-» 
cution, various changes in the constitu* 
tion, to consolidate its power and aug* 
ment its resources. Plans of commerce 
were devised and put into practice ; and 
manufactures introduced at Segovia and 
Gaudalaxara, which threat^ied the staple 
trade of Great Britain. Considering the 
immediate instruments of national great* 
ness to be wealth, and the power of de- 
fending it ; he formed a desigu for ten- 
dering Cadiz one of the noblest ports in 
the world; and to establish around the 
coast, docks and arsenals, and every other 
means of constructing a formidable navy. 
This was the internal policy of Spain» 
UQder the secret infiueftce of the Barcot 
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de Ripperda. With Alberoni's dismts- 
sion, its external measures also took a new 
aspect ; and with regard to the disputed 
accession in England, seemed meditating 
a change. A few years ago Philip had 
assisted the chevalier Saint Greoige in his 
descent on Scotland; but he now re- 
sisted all applications to the same etkct ; 
and openly professed a growing respect 
for the house of Hanover. Notwithstand- 
ing sinular repulses fronr the French mi. 
nister, the irrepressible hopes of James 
Stuart were kept on the alert by repeated 
assurances from his partisans in England $ 
that a schism in the parliament bad 
aroused corresponding jealousies amongst 
the people^ which were daily expected 
to break out into an insurrection, not 
likely to be quelled by a king and an, heir- 
apparent avowedly hostile to each other. 
** At so critical a juncture, as the ca- 
binet of St. Germain's supposed this to 
bej" observed the Pastor, " it is not 
wrprising that Duke Wharton should 
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grasp at any means of averting the ab- 
solute secession of Spain from his master's 
cause. He is aware of the Baron de 
Ripperda's power with King Philip : and 
by seeking to involve the son in a pro^ 
ject for a second rebellion, he hopes to 
engage the father's pride or his fears, iti 
the same adventure.'' 

The mind of Louis was powerfully 
excited during a discourse which em- 
braced so many topics ; and all connected 
with himself, by means of a fathep, who 
he knew by fame only ; but such a fame 
as filled his son with an admiration, only 
to be equalled by the emulation which 
broke at once over his heart. While lis-* 
tening to the enumeration of his father's 
patriotic acts for Holland and for Spain ; 
he contemned the airy pretensions of 
every brilliant, but inferior aim to cele- 
brity : all but substantial worthiness va« 
nished before him, like the bursting of 
light upon darkness. He had heard of 
his father i but now he seemed to feel hi^ 
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presence: and he sat with his hands 
cUisped^ absorbed in the immensity of 
the subject. 

Mr. Athelstone observed the workings 
of his countenance ; the flashing bright- 
ness of his complexion, as his tbosughts 
darted from Lindisfame to Holland, and 
from Holland to Spain. He had not 
heard his uncle's last observation with re- 
gard to Wharton's views on his fiither 
and himself. Mr. Athelstone understood 
the abstraction of his mind. He was too 
well read in the human character not to 
guess what was passing there. He gazed 
on him a few minutes in silence; con- 
templating with the anxiety of parental 
affection what might be the issue of the 
passion he saw was then conceived in 
that ingenuous and ardent soul. 

" But it must not be for treason !'* 
cried he to himself, and gently shaking 
the arm of his nephew, he repeated his 
last remark on the Duke. He perceived 
by the start Louis gave, in recalling his 
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diverged faculties, that he was now at- 
tended to; and for a while he pursued 
the subject with other observations. At 
the condusion, [he added in a solemn 
voice, " you know^ my child, I require 
no reply to this head of my discourse. 
But I beseech you, weigh well the true 
nature of things before you act. In no 
case allow imagination to mislead you. 
To be on the suffering side of a contest, 
is generally sufficient, in the judgment of 
generous youth, to make it the^'just one. 
And it is a beneficent disposition of 
nature, to prompt man to the immediate 
succour of distress. Oh, that our judges 
would consider this, in causes of rebel- 
lion, before they condemn the young en- 
thusiast, who would as readily raise his 
arm for exiled Brunswick, as for banished 
Stuart! It is the circumstance that 
drawa the sword of unreflecting youth ; 
thought and principle unsheath that of 
age ; and their trial and sentence should 
be accordingly. But let not such re« 
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flectioiis be your apology, Louis ! An- 
other tiine I will give you the experience 
of my seventy years, by a full explanation 
of why England changed the nature of 
her ruler ; and then if you err," added 
he with a melancholy smile, " it will be 
against knowledge, and not even my par- 
tial indulgence can excuse you/' 

He rose as he spoke, and pressing the 
band on which his nephew was thought* 
fully leaning his head, the worthy Pastor 
Isft him t^ meditate on what had passed^ 
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Mrs. Coningsby found the Marquis and 
his son seated amongst some pine- clad 
rocks on the southern side of the Parson- 
age. She made an apology for the length 
of her absence, and the continuation of 
Mr. Athelstone^s, by relating to his Lord- 
ship much of what her nephew had com- 
municated. 

Meanwhile, Cornelia and her sister had 
joined Ferdinand, and sat with him in a 
recess of the cliff which fronted the sea» 
Its genial airs, warm from the south, sug- 
gested the more balmy ones of Italy and 
Spain, to the imagination of Alice, and 
she soon saw all vestiges of gloom pass 
from the brow of the young Spaniard, as 
with encreasing animation he answered 
her various questions on the subject of his 
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travels and of his country. Cornelia en- 
quired about the remains of ancient 
Rome, the eruptions of Vesuvius, and 
who, amongst the celebrated living cha- 
racters of Italy and France, he personally 
knew. Alice paid little attention to his 
replies on these subjects, but made him 
describe the gardens of Naples, and the 
luxuriant landscapes which double their 
beauties in the translucent waters of its 
bay. She then talked of the orange 
groves of his own country ; and asked 
whether it were true the Spanish ladies 
reposed evey day after dinner by the sidesi 
of fountains, under the shade of these 
delicious arbours. He listened to h^r 
questions with delight. It was the in- 
genuous curiosity of fifteen, seeking in- 
formation with the confidence of inno- 
cence; and hfe answered her with a 
minuteness, that shewed his pleasure in 
dwelling on themes congenial to her 
taste, 

Cornelia perceived that the share sbfit 
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wished to take in the discourse, was al« 
most wholly disregarded ; but pleased to 
see their guest restored to good humour, 
and Alice interested in such improving 
conversation; she cheerfully moved to- 
wards her mother and the Marquis, and 
soon became wholly absorbed in their 
discussions. 

The dinner-hour of the Parsonage once 
more assembled its family and guests 
around the social board. Peace had re- 
sumed her sway in every breast. The 
voice of unconscious tenHerness had 
soothed the jealous irritability of Ferdi- 
nand, and his smiles diffused a com- 
placency over the seriousness of his 
father, that harmonized with the bene- 
ficent serenity of their host. Mrs. Con- 
ingsby discoursed with the 'energy of an 
imagination whose first fires still glowed 
in their embers. The equable Cornelia 
looked around with satisfaction on the 
general cheerfulness, while Alice, what- 
ever might be her volatile changes of 
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place, always found herself settle by the 
side of the entertaining Spaniard. Gay 
as joy itself, and vibrating in every nerve 
the happiness she bestowed, she sported, 
likie the young halcyon on waves of sun- 
shine* 

Louis was not less animated. His 
heart no longer upbraided him ; and in 
his own element of blameless enjoyment, 
with unchecked delight his eyes followed 
the movements of Alice, as Ferdinand in- 
structed her emulous curiosity in the 
native dances of his country. The young 
Spaniard seemed to have passed through 
the cave of Trophonius, so completely 
was he transformed from the reserved, 
frigid being of the morning. His late 
sallow complexion now flashed with the 
tints of health, and the vivacity of ; his 
conversation almost obliterated from 
Cornelia's remembrance the moody 
wretch who had rushed from her pre- 
sence only a few hours before. Alice 
hovered round him, like one of the 
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zephyrs which fanned their evening fes* 
tivity; and at her desire he took her 
mother's lute, and played and sung to it 
several Spanish ditties. He reclined on 
a low sofa, beneath the open ivied- win- 
dow, through whose Gothic interlacing 
the breeze entered, with the soft light of 
the stars. The tender melancholy of the 
airs shed a similar influence on the spirits 
of the youthful party; and while they 
listened with pensive delight to the last 
stanza of a plaintive seguedilia, the church 
clock struck twelve. 

From the distant quarter of the room 
where Mrs. Coningsby sat with her uncle 
and the Marquis, she had observed the 
amusements on the opposite side. On 
hearing the hour strike, she rose from her 
chair, and telling the young people, it 
was not merely the witching time of nighty 
but that the sabbath morning was begun ; 
she broke up their revels, and dismissed 
them to their pillows. 

Cornelia alone found uninterrupted 
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slumber ; Ferdinand did not sleep that 
night ; Alice wondered why she did not 
close her eyes ; and Louis lay meditating 
on the last four-aud-twenty hours, till 
day dawned, and wearied nature sank 
into repose. 

The morning brought him a letter 
before he had quitted his bed. Its seal 
was Wharton's manche and ducal coroneL 
Louis held it some time unopened in hi» 
hand. What new contention might it 
demand of him ? Was it to upbraid him 
for his flight? or was it an apology from 
the Duke for his attempt to detain him ? 
Whatever were its errand, the sight of the 
letter recalled to him all the fascinations 
of its writer; and with trepidation he 
broke the seal. His heart clung to every 
line, while that of the volatile writer 
seemed winged, and lightly skimming 
the surface he professed to dwell on. 
The latter ran thus, 

" Et tu Brute ! was a mighty dextrous 
Parthian bolt, but it whistled away, I 
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know not whither. Would Caesar have 
been so bad a marksman, as not to have 
distinguished his own Anthony from the 
wretch who played the brute part in the 
capitol ? Why, de Montemar you are ad 
much like the lantem-jawed Cassius, as 
I to that nose-led Stoic ! You are too 
profound in canonization not to have 
read of a certain saint, no matter his 
name, who, with a pair of convenient 
red-hot pincers, clutched the devil by his 
feature of honour, and so dragged him 
roaring round the world. Cassius was 
no saint, whatever he might be of a con- 
juror ; but I never hear your king-killing 
demagogues vaunting of their prince of 
patriots^ without seeing the pincers at his 
nose. So, prithee, my dainty Cassar, no 
more misnomers if you would not have 
me requite you in kind ! 

« And so, you even took the flood! 
I would not for happier hours, than even 
those your stubbornness wrested from me, 
1 would not have lost that proof of your 

K 4 



200 THE PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDE. 

substance. You know I am a being of 
vapour! People who say so, must not 
wonder that I should be glad to play the 
atmosphere round something worth my 
while, Louis! had you not believed 
them> would you have fled me like a pes- 
tilence ? 

" Being of a gentle nature, as full of 
ruth as perhaps I ought to be of rueful- 
ness, I will not bristle the grey locks of 
your venerable uncle this Saturday night, 
by likening him to any old woman on 
earth or in heaven. But I have a shrewd 
guess, that like the good lady Calphurnia, 
he pretends to dream ; and on the evi- 
dence of such whimsies will report you 
my orisons! 



Fulchra Laverna, 



Da mihi fallere, da justum sanctumque videri. 

— Oh, wizards, how little do you know 
the mettle of Philip Wharton! — In the 
face of day,, and of these darkling augurs, 
I avow that it is my object to make 
you my own ! My true spirit, wearied 
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With the tricks of men, and their sordid 
chemistry, 

Delights to quaff the yet untasted spring, 
And pluck the virgin flower ! 

" Is there a cloak over this dagger, my 
panic-struck Caesar? 

" However, that there may be no more 
alarms in Saint Cuthbert's sanctuary, tell 
the holy man I have met Romulus's fate. 
If you look for me to-night it must be 
amongst the stars ; for, after this is dis- 
patched, neither Bamborough nor Eng- 
land, will hold your faithful. 

" Bamborough Castle, Saturday night." 

** Gone!'' cried Louis, pressing the 

letter between his folded hands, " neither 

Bamborough nor England now holds its 

noble writer!" He turned towards the 

window, which commanded a view of the 

sea. The distant waves were sparkling 

beneath the beams of the morning sun : 

*« beyond those he is sailing away, far 

from dark suspicion, and ungrateful d^ 

Montemar. — Ah, if he, indeed, knew 
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I had so readily imbibed my uncle^s belief^ 
that he is deceitful, and seeking to betray 
me in the dearest interests of man! — 
would he thus subscribe himself my 
Faithful? — Does he not, by that, single 
word, avow his trust in my honour, and 
his own disinterested attachment to me ^* 

Again he read the letter ; it contained 
nothing which he might not shew to 
Mr. Athelstone^ There was not a word 
in it, excepting the declaration of reci- 
procal fidelity in that of the signature, 
which implied a confidence ; or even 
hinted at the preservation of his secret ; 
and this implicit trust still more affected 
Louis* — *' Noble Wharton!" cried he, 
" this is Alexander drinking the sus- 
pected bowl ! — and you shall find that 
I am faithful.** 

He sprang out of bed, and hastily 
dressed himself. But just as he was hur- 
rying out of the door with the letter in 
his hand, he paused. — " Why should I 
be thus eager to put myself into purga- 



THE PASTOR'S FIRE^SIDE. 203 

tory ?'* — He returned into the room. —^ 
*^ My dear, good, but precise uncle,** 
continued he, " cannot understand this 
man ! He will find an argument to blame 
all that I admire in this open, daring 
spirit. But at least, he must acknowledge 
that here he is no hypocritical designer ! 
I will shew it to him/* 

Louis continued to fluctuate amidst a 
variety of reflections and resolutions, till 
the bell for family morning prayers roused 
hini from his indecisive meditations ; and 
putting the letter in his breast, he de- 
sce'nded to the library. 

When the duty was done, and he arose 
from his knees, he found the young Spa- 
niard by his side; and rising from the 
same posture, which he had taken be- 
tween him and Alice. Louis looked sur- 
prised : Ferdinand smiled ; and without 
waiting to be questioned, said, that the 
preceding night he had en quired, of Miss 
Coningsby what was meant by the vesper 
and matin bell, which rang after he and 
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his father had withdrawn to rest, and 
before they appeared in the morning* 
She was so good as explain it to him ; 
and he had thus taken the liberty to join 
the family devotion. While the do- 
mestics were making their reverential 
bows to the Pastor as they retired, Mrs. 
Coningsby observed her young guest. 
She expressed her pleasure at meeting 
him in so sacred an hour ; " but you 
are not of the church of Calvin or of 
Luther?'* asked she. 

" No,*' replied he, " but I am of the 
church of their master. And that, I 
trust, does not exclude me from yours !** 

" That plea will open the gates of 
Heaven to you !**. cried the Pastor with 
a benign smile, as he passed from the 
reading-desk into the breakfast-room. 

It was some time before the Marquis 
came from his chamber; but when he 
did join the morning group, being igno- 
rant of his son having mingled in what 
he would have deemed an heretical rite. 
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he contemplated that son's renovated ap- 
pearance with comfort unalloyed. He 
could not account to himself how such 
a change from weakness to activity ; 
from despairing melancholy to gay cheer- 
fulness } could have been wrought in the 
short space of two days ; unless he might 
attribute it to the influence of the Saint, 
before whose defaced shrine he had knelt 
the preceding day, when he wandered 
alone to the solitary abbey. While he 
sat absorbed in these thoughts, Mrs. Co- 
ningsby mentioned to the younger part 
of the circle what had been discussed the 
evening before between herself and Mr. 
Athelstone. 

As the season approached when she 
and her family usually emigrated to 
Morewick-hall, she now proposed going 
earlier; and that the Marquis, and his 
son, accompanied by her nephew, should 
make a tour with herself and her daugh- 
ters to the interesting scenery in the 
neighbourhood. " You will find the Hall 
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more befitting your reception than thid 
lonely rock," continued she, addressing 
the- Marquis ; " but Lindisfarne is my 
uncle's Patmos ; and when here, he loves 
to live like a hermit in his cell/' 

« Rather," returned Ferdinand, with 
an answering smile : " like the privileged 
saint, emparadised with angels !" 

Louis guessed that one view in this 
scheme, was to take him out of the way 
of the Duke J and with something be- 
tween a sigh and a smile, in thinking the 
precaution was no longer necessary ; he 
warmly seconded his aunt's proposal. 
The eyes of Alice "and of Ferdinand 
met in pleased sympathy. And Cor- 
nelia, addressing the Marquis, soon 
awakened an interest in him, he did not 
expect to find in the projected excursion. 
She talked to him of Alnwick, of its chi- 
valrous tfpphies ; and of the stone chair 
of Hotspur, which still overlooks its bat- 
tlements. She then passed to the Castle 
of Warkworth: and spoke of the ancho- 
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rite's chapel, dug in the heart of its rock. 
As she discoursed of the hero of Hali- 
down ; and narrated the sorrows of his 
friend, the devout penitent of the her- 
mitage, her share of the Percy blood 
glowed on her cheek and in her language : 
and the Marquis, aroused to all his mi- 
litary and religious enthusiasm, often 
grasped the cross of his swd!:4> ^^^ ™^'^- 
gled a prayer with the aspirations of a 
soldier. 

Meanwhile Alice enumerated to Fer- 
dinand, the charming variety of their 
walks at Morewick ; particularly along 
the meandring banks onthe Coquet, and 
in view of the very hermitage Cornelia 
was describing to his father. Ferdinand 
accepted with delight her promise of con- 
ducting him to tlie cell by her own fa- 
vourite path ; over a little rustic bridge 
that joined the Morewick-grounds to an 
old romantic mill, which stood on an 
island embowered in trees, and dashed 
the foaming waters of its wheels through 
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the pendant branches which swept the 
surface of the water. A boat, paddled 
by the miller's son, would convey them, 
under as deep a shade, to the opposite 
shore ; and then, by a winding walk, 
traced in the wild wooded scenery by 
the hand of the hermit himself, she would 
lead him over the rocky heights to the 
cell ; where for sixty years the mourning 
lover of murdered beauty had fed upon 
his tears day and night ! " I know the 
pleasure with which Louis will accom- 
pany us;" added she, " and if it be 
moonJight he will like it better, for he 
often tells me, the garish hour of sun- 
shine is no time for visiting the hermitage 
of Warkworth/' 

Louis did not hear what was passing, 
for he had chosen the opportunity of his 
uncle's guests being engaged in conver- 
sation with his cousins, to inform Mr. 
Athelstone that Duke Wharton had left 
Bamborough. When the good old man 
had read the Duke's letter, he pressed 
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his nephew's hand as he returned it, and 
said with a playful smile, "It is well, 
and we will not grudge him his apo- 
theosis !" 

The remainder of the sabbath passed 
in the Pastor's family, as became the 
purity of its master's faith, and the sim- 
plicity of his manners. At the usual 
hours for the public celebration of divine 
worship, he and his little household, all 
excepting his Roman Catholic guests, 
repaired to the parish church. 

Towards the close of the afternoon 
service, (while the Marquis had again ab- 
sented himself, and was retired to the 
interior ruins of the abbey ;) Ferdinand 
placed himself at the window of his bed- 
chamber, which commanded a view of 
the church-path, to watch the re-appear- 
ance of the only saint which now en- 
gaged his idolatry. With what pleasure- 
able curiosity, excited by his sentiments 
for Alice, which gave him an interest in 
all that concerned her, did he see the 
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massy oaken doors unfold from under 
the low Saxon arch, and the island train 
issue forth in their clean but coarse Sunday 
attire ! Four generations in one family, 
first met his eye. A hale old fisherman, 
with grizzled locks and a ruddy though 
weather-ploughed cheek, supported on 
his sinewy arm the decent steps of his 
dame ; who, dressed in a camlet gown of 
her own spinning and a linen apron and 
cap of spotless white, looked smilingly 
behind on the group that closely fol- 
lowed : — Her athletic son, and his comely 
wife ; each restraining the capering steps 
of a chubby boy and girl, as £hey led 
them forth from the house of God. The 
aged patriarch of the race, his head 
whitened by the winters of nearly a cen- 
tury, closed the procession j leaning one 
hand on a staff, and the other on the 
arm of his youngest grandchild ; a pretty 
young woman, whose down-casjt eyes 
shewed how cautiously she was guiding 
the faultering steps of her venerable 
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grand-sire. •— Of such simple and sincere 
worshippers was the congregation of 
Lindisfarne ; and as Ferdinand observed 
their composed and happy countenances, 
he felt that their's must be the religion 
of peace* 

" Yes j" cried he, " where innocence 
dwells, there must be genuine piety. 
Nothing is there to impede the free com- 
munion between earth and heaven. The 
blameless spirit does not fear to lift up 
its eyes in the presence of its Creator : 
it is still elothe(i in the brightness of His 
beams. But the guilty wretch — pol- 
luted — bereft ! — Oh, what can hide his 
nakedness from the Omniscient eye ? — • 
Not the unction of man. — I have had 
enough of that. — What breath of mor- 
tal absolution can still this raging fire !** 
He smote his breast as he spoke, and tore 
himself from the window. 

Mrs. Coningsby and her daughters had 
prepared tea in the drawing-room a long 
time before the different members of her 
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little circle drew their chairs around it. 
The Pastor was paying his customary 
sabbath visitations to the infirm from 
age, sickness, or sorrow. Ferdinand was 
yet in his chamber ; struggling with an 
agony of soul, more grievous than peit- 
ance that priest ever inflicted. And 
Louis, having accompamed his uncle to 
the door of one of the fisher's huts, in- 
stead of returning home, walked on un- 
consciously, till he found himself in the 
cemetery of the old monastery, and saw 
the Marquis approaching him from the 
western aisle. 

Supposing his Lordship had come there, 
merely as an admirer of antiquity, Louis 
did not hesitate to join him j and enter- 
ing into conversation on this idea, he 
began to point out the most perfect spe- 
cimens of its ancient architecture ; and 
to name the periods of British history 
which they commemorated, as the times 
of the abbey's erection, enlargement, or 
repairing. As he was master of his sub- 



THE PASTOR'S FlRE-SmE. 213 

ject; and spoke of its early founders, 
Oswald and Aidan, with not merely 
historical accuracy, but reverence for 
their holy zeal ; Santa Cruz pressed the 
hand of his young companion ; and at- 
tended with questioning complacency, 
till he almost forgot he was not listen- 
ing to a good Catholic. He could not 
comprehend how a disciple of heresy, 
could have more toleration for the pro- 
fessors of the Roman creed, than he had 
for heretical infidelity; and therefore, 
with a hope that the Catholic Faith, 
which Baron de Ripperda had abjured, 
was latent in his son, the Marquis wil- 
lingly gave way to the predilection he 
had conceived for him ; and strolled vnth 
him over the whole ruin. After having 
been ascertained of the place where 
rested the mortal part of the exemplary 
Saint Aidan; he again bowed to the 
vacant spot, at the right side of the high 
altar, which had once contained the stone 
shrine of the holy Cuthbert — Louis 
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conducted him to a cell, now choaked 
with docks and nettles, which had once 
been the penitentiary of a King. Near 
this half-buried vault, lay several flat 
crosiered tomb-stones of different dates; 
and amongst them were two mitred bro- 
thers of the Barons of Athelstone and 
of Bamborough. 

" You are nobly descended, Mr. de 
Montemar!" observed the Marquis ; " By 
your mother's side from these powerful 
Northumbrian Baronss — By your father's, 
from tlie princely house of Nassau, and 
the more illustrious Ripperda of Anda- 
lusia. These were all faithful sons of the 
cross! — but now that their posterity have 
enjbraced the schisms of infidelity — oh, 
my ingenuous young friend, are you not 
at this moment ready to exclaim, How 
am J fallen f* 

" No, my Lord,*' returned Louis, « I 
have too British a spirit, to regret the 
feudal power which was founded on the 
vassalage of my fellpw-creatures, — and 
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though my father may have forfeited all 
claim to the restitution of his paternal 
rights in Spain, by having become a pro- 
selyte to the religion in which I have 
been educated ; I cannot deem any de- 
pression of rank a debasement, which is 
incurred in so sacred a cause." 

Santa Cruz drew his arm from his 
companion. Such adherence to principle, 
had it been on his side of the argument, 
would have filled the Marquis with admi- 
ration ; but in the present case, it gave 
his growing partiality for the son of 
Ripperda, so severe a shock, that he 
sunk into stern silence and turned out 
of the abbey. Not a word was spoken 
during their walk homeward. And when 
they entered the Parsonage, the Mar- 
quis bowed coldly to the Pastor ; while, 
with a similar air of reserve, he ac- 
cepted the seat presented to him by the 
side of Mrs. Coningsby. 

The whole party were now assembled; 
but m embarrassing gravity pervaded 
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them all. None knew exactly how to 
explain it ; but it arose, rather from the 
several individuals thinking too intensely 
of each other, than from indiflFerence to 
each other's society. Louis alone had 
straying thoughts ) and they were wan- 
dering far and wide : — sometimes with 
his noble friend, throwing himself in 
loyal gallantry at the feet of a de- 
throned Queen and her Son. Then the 
image of his father, and of Spain, would 
occupy his mind. He seemed to be pre- 
sent with him in that country ; where, 
though denied the honours of his race, 
the fame of his services proclaimed that 
he did more than possess them — ^ he de* 
served them ! — "I am not fallen ;'* said 
Xiouis to himself ; " when sprung from 
such a father! What is there in mere 
title or station, to i^ender a man truly 
great ? — It is action, that makes the post, 
that of honour, or disgrace, — And, God 
of my fathers ! give me but the oppor- 
tunity to serve my country ; and no man 
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shall say the name of Ripperda has suf- 
fered degradation P* 

Louis started from his chair, in the fuU 
ness of his emotion^ and hastily crossed 
the room. He chanced to take the di- 
rection to a recess between the book-case 
and the porcelain cabinet. 

" You are right to remind Cornelia of 
her duty,*' cried the Pastor, " open the 
door ; and she will then lecollect, that ' 
nearly an hour has elapsed since she 
ought to have given us our Sunday^s 
evening anthem." 

Louis immediately threiw^ open a pait 
of small folding-doors, and discovered an 
oxgan, with the oratorios of Handel .on 
its music-stand. Cornelia did not jre^quire 
a second reminder. — She took her seat 
before thje instrume^it ; and with tones 
that might — 

" Create a. soul under the ribs of death," 

sang the divine strains of ** / know that 
fm/ Redeemer livethJ* 

As the pealing organ swelled the note 
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of praise, the Marquis almost imagined 
himself in his own oratory j and that he 
heard the seraphic voice of his daughter 
Marcella» chaunting her evening hymn to 
the Virgin. Tears filled the father's eyes : 
he drew near the instrument ; and cross-* 
ing his arms over his breast, with the 
silent responses of the heart, he re-echoed 
every word and every note of the holy 
song. When Cornelia struck its last tri- 
umphant chords, and was rising from her 
seat, he entreated her to prolong strains 
so well suited to the vesper-hour, and the 
feelings with which he listened. 

Mr. Athelstone joined in the request; 
remarking, that as he loved a peculiar 
consecration of the instruments of wor* 
ihip, he never permitted this organ to be 
opened but on the seventh-day, or other 
holy festivals; and, that when it was 
once touched by his Saint Cecilia, his 
greatest pleasure was to hear its sounds, 
till the hour of night closed them in 
prayer. 
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Cornelia re-commenced, with the over- 
ture of the Messiah ; and the evening 
ended in unison with the piety of her 
uncle and his guest: in hymns to the 
great Author of universal harmony. 
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CHAP. VIII. 

The morning of the 1st of October, if 
it were piercing as a flight of arrows, was 
as dazzling too ; for the clearness of the 
atmosphere gave an unusual splendour 
to every object : and the larks that car- 
rolled high in the heavens, seemed ex- 
ulting in the brilliancy of their course. 
The exhilarating property of the air had 
its effect upon the party from the Parson- 
age ; who gaily stepped into the boat 
that was to convey them to a creek on 
the opposite shore, a little below Bam- 
borough. To touch at the castle was 
out of the question ; for no second flag 
of amnesty had yet passed between the 
angry baronet and his quietly expectant 
nephew. 

On landing, they found horses whiqh 
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the Pastor had sent forward at dawn ^ and 
mounting, in full confidence of the ani- 
mals being accustomed to the rough roads 
in prospect, the happy groupe commenced 
the day^s excursion. Nearly a week's 
sojourn in the island had blunted mo$t 
of the Marquis's prejudices against the 
amiable followers of Luther whom he 
found there ; and the familiar companion* 
ship of minds not essentially discordant^ 
bad mingled them all into an intimacy 
almost amounting to friendship. 

They proceeded along the classic banks 
of the Tweed, and the romantic borders 
of the TiU, to the distant towers of royal 
Norham. *Much food was there, for me- 
mory and meditation. Hie friends wan- 
dered for several hours amount its legen* 
dary ruins ; and then pursued the debate^ 
able stream to Flodden Field. They found 
another train of thought on that solitary 
track. Two centuries before, it had 
borne the bannered host of two brother 
oations ) and now lay a desert, as if curst 
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by the kindred Uood then spilt upon it^ 
soil* 

Having treated the Marquis with a 
rustic dinner at a farm-house in the pretty 
Tillage of Branxton, which stands a litde 
to the north of the memorable field, Mrs. 
Coningsby and her highly-gratified party 
le^embarked at the mouth of the Tweed* 
Before them lay a magnificent setting 
son. As the little bark tracked its way 
through a flood of mditen gold, Ferdi* 
nand leaned behind the bench that sup^ 
ported Alice, and in a soft under«tone 
pui^ned the subjects which seemed most 
congenial to her youthful taste. Cornelia 
reclined near them, contemplating the 
receding shore,' but listening to the Mar- 
quis ; who sat between Louis and her 
mother, comparing with them the strange 
coincidence in the fates of James the 
Fourth of Scotland, Sebastian of Portugal, 
and Roderick of Spain; all of whose 
deaths were as doubtful, as their disap- 
pearance was cert^, in the fields of 
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battle where each lost his crown and ex- 
istence to the world. 

In these discourses time passed ligiitly, 
tiU the breeze wafted them> under the 
rising moon» into the sheltered, cove of 
Lindisfarne. 

On entering the Parsons^, Mr. Athel* 
stone presented a packet to the Mar<^ 
quis ; and it3 contents pat to flight all 
their ready plans for future rambles« 
It had been forwarded through Hdlaod 
by Baron Heinsius, and contained di9« 
patches from Spain. They conveyed the 
royal Philip's orders to the Mar^pxis Santu 
Cruz, to repair immediately to Madrid s 
where he was required to take his seat in 
the council on an affiiir of importance* 

Ferdinand turned pale at this inteUi^ 
genc6. 

<< Oh» that your Lordship would take 
me with you!" exclaimed Louis, im- 
petuously^ Mr. Athelstone interrupted 
bim with a look. " Pardon me. Sir,- 
cried he, " but my father,— am I never 
to see my father?" 

L 4 
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•* When he wishes to see you. But 
you must not break upon his presence/' 

Louis said no more, but bowing to his 
uncle, with his heart full, hurried out of 
the room. The Marquis looked after 
him in silence. 

Ferdinand had turned his despairing 
eyes on Alice, and saw her head bent on 
her bosom, with tears trickling down her 
cheeks. Those tears acted on his soul 
iike dew on the parched earth,;md, uncon« 
scions of the intention, he found himself 
at her side ; he had taken her hand, he 
had murmured isome indistinct sounds in 
her ear ; but they sufiused her face with 
blushes, and confused and agitated she 
withdrew her hand, and glided out of 
sight to a seat behind the window cur- 
tain. Ferdinand followed her with his 
eyes; but while he exultingly felt that her 
pure image possessed him wholly, he 
shrunk from the recollection of how un- 
worthy his transgressions had made him 
of aspiring to the possession of so spotless 
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a being* Nay, were it possible that peni- 
tence could so wash his stains away, as to 
restore him to the self-respect which is 
indispensible to the manly character, and 
above all to the consciousness o£ him 
who takes upon himself to be the pro- 
tector and the happiness of a virtuous 
woman ; was he not aware that even this 
blessed regeneration could not avail him 
here? He well knew that his father's 
bigotry would sooner see him die than 
allow him to perish, soul and body ; which 
he would suppose must be the conse- 
quence, should he permit him to marry a 
daughter of the church of England. To 
acknowledge his sentiments for Alice to 
the Marquis, was only to call down his 
malediction on their object. And, under 
these circumstances, to reveal more of 
them to herself, than his surprised heart 
had already betrayed, seemed to him a 
base sacrifice to his own immediate gratis 
fieation, at the expence of his honour and 
her future comfort. He was not so ill* 

1.5 
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read in female character as to be ignorant 
that he had made an impression on the 
heart of this artless child of nature. No 
one present appeared to suspect what 
was passing in the bosoms of either. 
Could he then, knowing that the bar was 
insuperable between him and her, could 
he SLCt the double treachery of fastening 
affections, that must be hopeless, upon 
him; andmake soungrateful a return tothe 
hospitality of her uncle and her mother, 
us to devote the youth of their beloved 
child to tears and disappointment? «« No,'* 
said he to himself, " I will not load my 
already burdened soul with the guilt of 
rendering bef unhappy ; of having come 
hither on a demon's errand, to lay waste 
all that paradise of smiles! I deserve to 
go hence, as I came, a lonely, unregretted 
wretch.** 

While these thoughts were occupying 

the itiind of Ferdinand, the Marquis was 

explaining to Mr. Athelstone that he 

muitt abide by the letter of his sovereign's 

'5 
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commands; and not only relinquish the 
pleasure he had anticipated in visiting 
Morewick-hall, but take his leave even 
of the island, the following day. Find'- 
ing this decision was not to be questioned^ 
Mrs. Coningsby withdrew to give some 
necessary orders for her guest's early de- 
parture; and Alice, taking the opportunity 
of the opened door, hastily quitted the 
room. Cornelia having expressed her 
sincere regret to Ferdinand, that they 
must lose his father and himself so sodn^ 
in a few minutes followed her mother. 

The gracious spell of tranquil enjoy- 
ment which an hour before had encircled 
tliem all, was now broken. Mrs. Con- 
ingsby hurried from place to place in hos- 
pitable bustle, ordering all kinds of travel- 
ling comforts to be put up for the service 
of their departing friends. The Marquis 
and the Pastor sat till a late hour, con*^ 
versing in the library ; but the young 
people continued dispersed, rather as if 
some cause of discord had fallen amoi^gst 
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them, than an order to separate hearts so 
well inclined to join. Once Alice had 
summoned courage to descend to the 
drawing-room, but on entering, she saw 
no one there but Ferdinand, who was 
resting his head upon her harpsichord; 
and hastily retreating, she did not come 
down again till summoned to supper. 

The ensuing morning's meal was passed, 
like that of the preceding evening, by 
the younger part of the group almost in 
silence. But when breakfast was over 
Louis drew a letter from his pocket, and 
presenting it open to Mr. Athelstone, 
told him he had written that to his father, 
and he hoped the Marquis would have 
the goodness to take charge of it to 
Madrid. Santa Cruz bowed his acquies- 
cence, and the Pastor perused the letter. 
As he ran his eye over its contents, he 
could not but admire the generous sub* 
' mission which had with-held the writer 
from even hinting the wish which so 
thoroughly possessed him. 
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<< You have written like an affectionate^ 
son/' said the Pastor, as he returned. the 
letter, ♦* but you have not dropped one 
wotd of what is so much at your heart. 
Why do you not ask your father's per-? 
mission to pay your personal duty to 
him ?" 

*< And you give me yours, dearest Sir, 
to express that wish ?*' 

" Certainly; and when the Baron's lei- 
sure will allow him to preside over his 
son's introduction to this perilous world, 
then, I doubt not, he will grant your pe- 
tition, and I must resign you." 

Louis gladly retired, to add, as a post* 
script to his letter, what he had found so 
much difficulty in preventing himself 
from making its primary subject. The 
ladies had already withdrawn ; and Ferdi- 
nand seeing their waiving go^irns through 
the distant shrubbery in the garden, be- 
lieyed that without any breach of his re- 
solution, he. might once mpre cool his 
feverish pulse with the breeze at th^ir 
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side ; and for the last time sooth his dis^ 
turbed soul by feeling himself near Alice, 
and listening |x) her tender accents. 

The wish was no sooner formed than 
he was in their path. Mrs. Coningsby 
was not there. Cornelia was calmly 
gathering flowers to replenish her beau*- 
pots, and Alice was walking pensively 
towards the wicket that opened to the 
hill. Ferdinand followed her, and with a 
bound of joy he could not conceal from 
bis better reason, saw her open the little 
gate and pass through. A few sheep 
were cropping the grass on the pasture, 
and her favorite lamb frolicked before 
her. She did not notice it, but turned to 
the base of the hill. Ferdinand heard 
her draw a deep sigh, as she seemed to 
think herself removed from observation, 
and, in an agitated voice, she ^aculated 
his name. He required no more to be at 
her side, — at her feet. What he -said he 
hwdly knew, but he felt all his high re- 
sdives vanish, and that words failed 
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under the impetuous declaration of his 
heart. Surprized at so unthought-of a 
' disclosure ; and alarmed at a language 
and vehemence she had never known 
before, Alice would have fled ; but he 
detained her with her hands clasped in 
his : and while he wept upon them in 
the wild emotions of his soul, her tears 
flowed also } and he wrought her to con- 
fess that she had retired alone, to weep 
at his departure. 

Ferdinand forgot aU the wretched 

past, in the transport of that moment ; 

and amidst the burning blushes of a timi* 

dity that trembled at every word she 

uttered, he dr«w from the guileless 

Alice all the secret of her "heart. His 

dominant passion had again seized the 

rein ; and claspilig her hands to his breast, 

he ardently implored her to pledge him 

her faith before the Supreme of Heaven, 

•—That, however long might be his 

absence, she would never be persuaded 

to become the wife of any other man. 
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Then growing in his demands on the 
tender girl, he conjured her to promise 
not to continue that ^^ exquisite softness 
of manner, to Mr. de Montemar, the 
sight of which had akeady more than 
hali' maddened him.*' — • With a glance, 
which shone like a shooting star over the 
dewy night, she gave him the solemn 
pledge he asked ; and she smiled, when 
she made a promise she deemed so un- 
necessary. But both engagements were 
hardly pronounced by her ingenuous lips, 
before his ungovernable selfishness smote 
upon the conscience of her lover. 

** Alice," cried he, " I am unworthy 
of your angelic nature. I know I do 
not deserve that you should even look 
upon me. But I cannot bid you retract 
your vow. It is that alone which saves 
me from despair : '— It is that alone 
which can support me in life, till we 
meet again. — Oh, Alice, you saw the 
wretch that came to this island, at war 
with himself, and sinking fast, to an un« 
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timely gmve ! — You recalled me to ex- 
istence I — You re-generated, and healed 
my broken heart! — But my father, 
should he know I love you, he would 
separate us for ever." 

Alice raised her eyes, drowned as they 
were in tears, and looked on him aghastt 
♦< Is his rank so very great ?" 

" That is not my fear,*' returned Fer^ 
dinand, *< his rank is not higher than your 
own illustrious blood.. But he is so rigid 
a Catholic ; I too well know he would 
rather see his whole race extinct, thm 
one of* them married to a Protestant/' 

Poor Alice was now seized with a 
violent trembling, and turning deadly 
pale, leaned for support against a tree. 
Ferdinand pressed her cold hand. ** But 
I am no bigot, my beloved Alice ; and 
there is a circumstance connected with 
my family, which may have power to 
influence a happier fate. It shall be 
tried ; and it is of such importance, I 
hardly doubt its success.'' 
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She revived at this assurance, and^ 
with deepened tenderness, he resumed. 

** Meanwhile, as we hope to be 
blessed hereafter in an union as indisso^ 
luble as our love; forbear to disclose 
what has now passed between us, to any 
of your own family. They would com- 
municate it to my father ; and the con* 
sequence I seek to avert, must then in- 
evitably foUow : an eternal separatimi*^' 

The arguments of love, and the plead* 
ings of despair, at last prevailed upon 
her to make this promise also* Her 
head was in a whirl of distracting thought 
She had never known such distress as 
overwhelmed her, when, in making this 
second vow, she felt as if she had at once 
relinquished her claims on the affection 
of her nearest relations ; and saw tiie 
being, for whose sake she had made this 
boundless sacrifice, on the point of leav<- 
ing her for an unlimited time, perhaps 
for ever ! 

Ferdinand beheld the agony of her 
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souly and too well guessed her appreheti* 
sioDSi Now he felt the mischief he had 
wrought; now he saw the ruin he had 
begun in that so lately happy bosom. 
He had not only awakened a passion 
there» to feed upon her heart; but he 
had introduced the scorpions of an ac« 
cusing Consciences where only a few 
moments before all was innocence and 
peace. " Wretch that I am!*' cried h€f 
to himself; ^ to repay the blessing of 
th^ft tenctemess with all this evil !'' 

But striving to sooth and to cheer her, 
he vowed to see her at all events early 
in the spring ; and at the feet of her 
mother and her uncle, implore their 
pardon, and consent to an eternal union. 
When she became a little composed, he 
besought a ringlet of her hair to console 
him in his lonely absence; and having 
pressed the trembling hand that be- 
stowed it, to his heart and his lips, he 
allowed her to break from the clinging 
arms that vainly tried to withhold her. 
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She rushed through tbe garden into the 
house; and locking herseK* ivithin her 
own room, gave way to the anguish of 
her souL 

Ferdinand turned towards a remote 
winding of the cU£&, fuller of self-arraign- 
ment than of satisfaction ; yet though he 
detested the selfishness of his recent con- 
duct, the headlong impulse he had yielded 
to his passion was too strong to allow him 
to make the only restitution now in his 
power : — to release her £rom both iter, 
vows. 

At noon the boat was announced that 
was to bear the travellers to the carriage 
on the mainland, which was to convey 
them to the place of embarkation for 
Spain. In the hurrying moments of de- 
parture, the absence of Alice was re* 
marked by none but the heart of Fer- 
dinand ; and it yearned towards the sen- 
sibility which prevented her sharing these 
last adieus. He touched the cheeks of 
her mother and sister with an emotion 
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they did not expect. He hastily em« 
braced Louis ; and putting the hand of 
the Pastor reverentially to his lips, hurried 
down the rocks to the beach. 

The Marquis's farewell was more conu 
posed; but as he crossed the sands to 
the boat, he stopped, and gathering up 
a few of the entrochi, (he had heard 
called Saint Cuthbert's beads,) he bent 
his head to the grey towers of the mo- 
nastery, and turning towards Mr. Athel- 
stone, said with a smile, " these shall be 
my rosary, in grateful remembrance of 
this holy isle !" 

The venerable Pastor answered him 
with a benediction. He sliiw the father 
and son embark ; and stood with his sil- 
vered head bare to the wind, as he waived 
his handkerchief to the diminishing ves- 
sel ; and breathed a prayer for the safety 
of its freight, in every movement of his 
uplifted hands. 

If Louis ever felt a touch of envy, it 
was at the moment when the distant sail 
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disappeared from the horizon ; and as he 
slowly followed the homeward step of 
his uncle, he sighed to himself; ** they 
will soon see my father! — They will 
understand all his glorious plans for the 
service of his restored country ! — They 

wiU witness his honours t — Wliile I 

down» my rebellious, my ungrateful 
spirit !" 
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CHAP. IX, 

The remainder of the autumn was passed 
in Lindisfarne by the different members 
of the Pastor's family, with no change 
in the tranquil routine of their occupa* 
tions, and little apparent alteration in 
themselves. 

Sir Anthony had made ample apologies 
to his nephew, and concessions to his 
uncle, to justify a renewed reconciliation. 
He pleaded surprise and infatuation ; 
and as the eccentric planet, whose in- 
fluence created both, had some time 
reached its perihelium; it was hoped 
the attraction would be too powerful to 
allow of its returp. Mr. Athelstone, 
therefore, permitted his nephew to visit 
as usual at the castle, till the closing in 
of winter rendered the shores dangerous, 
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and commanded the emigration of his 
family to the more sheltered regions of 
Morewick-halL 

Louis's elastic mind, like the principle 
of life shooting into every faculty of 
vigorous manhood, recovered all its 
spring ; and allowing himself to thiiik 
no more of his father nor of Duke Whar- 
ton, than what was sufficient to keep his 
emulation in active career to attain the 
patriotic talents of the one, and the dis- 
interested enthusiam of the other ; he 
devoted himself^ heart and soul, to the 
perfect acquirement of every branch of 
study which could possibly promote the 
great ends of his ambition . Accustomed 
to labour, the buoyancy of bis spirit 
never admitted the touch of fatigue, 
Bodily exertion could not weary his prac- 
tised limbs i nor diversity of mental pur- 
suits, distract nor overstrain his faculties. 
In the full power of health, and of a n>ind 
which care had never traversed, all things 
were easy to him. One hour he was 
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absorbed in mathematics, history, or lan- 
guages; and the next saw him in the 
chace, with his gun on the moor, or 
bounding along the icicled heights of 
Morewick, by the side of Cornelia. 

Alice alone had exhibited a change 
in her person and manners since the visit 
of the noble Spaniards. She, who used 
to be the most constant companion of 
her cousin, now hardly ever joined him 
in his rambles ; and always refused to be 
his partner in the evening dances, which 
usually diversified the amusements of 
the hall, when any of the neighbour- 
ing families made a part of its winter 
fire-side. Her spirits and her bloom were 
gone ; and Mrs. Coningsby at length be- 
came so alarmed, that she seriously talked 
with the Pastor about taking her in the 
spring to some milder climate. Louis 
was not insensible to tlie alteration in his 
cousin. But those anxious attentions 
which, in any former" indisposition, she 
had always received from him with grate- 

VOL. I. M 
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fill ftffection^ were now, not merely 
avoided, but repelled with evident dis* 
like* At first he attributed this strange 
conduct, to some unintentional offence 
on his part ; and he tenderly asked her 
if it were so. She burst into tears as 
the hurryingly replied in the negative^ 
and left the room. On mentioning the 
circumstance to Mrs. Coningsby, it only 
confirmed her opinion of her daughter's 
illness being a latent consumption ; and 
that her present distaste to what before 
gave her pleasure, was a symptom of that 
fatal disorder. 

Such was the state of the family ; when 
about four o'clock, one dreadfully severe 
day ih December, a person of a middle 
age and a gloomy aspect, alighted from 
a chaise at the door of Morewick-hall ; 
and almost speechless with cold» was 
ushered into the presence of Mr. Athel- 
atone. The Pastor was alone in his li- 
brary : and the stranger in brief and 
broken English, announced himself as 
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the Senor Castanos, confidential secretary 
to the Baron de Ripperda, and a mes- 
senger to the guardian of his son. While 
he spoke, he presented two packets ; one 
fi'om the Baron, the other from the Mar- 
quis Santa Cruz. With his accustomed 
hospitality, Mr. Athelstone bade his guest 
welcome ; and was enquiring after the 
health of the Baron and the Marquis, 
when Louis entered the room. In pas- 
sing through the hall; the porter told him 
that Peter had just shewn an outlandish 
gentleman in to his uncle ; and impatient 
to know whether he came from Spain, 
Louis hastened to the library. 

« My child/' said the Pastor, « I 
believe you are near the goal of your 
wishes. — This gentleman comes from 
your father.** 

The secretary bowed to the son of his 
patron. And Louis, looking first at him, 
and then at his uncle, exclaimed — " my 
father ! — and does he — ?** He hesitated, 

M 2 
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he Stopped; the eagerness of his hopes 
interrupted his articulation* 

" We will open this packet, and see^'* 
returned the Pastor, taking that from the 
Baron into his hand. But ^ahcing at 
the shivering figure of his guest, who had 
drawn near the fire, he did not break the 
seal, but desiring Louis to ring the bell, 
requested the Senor to permit the servant 
who attended, to shew him to an apartment 
where he should have a change of warm 
garments, and proper refreshment after 
so inclement a journey. 

As soon as the Spaniard had with- 
drawn, Mr. Athelstone opened the pac- 
ket. It presented one for himselfi and 
another for his nephew. Never before had 
Louis received a letter directed to him- 
self, from his father. Thoi^h he always 
persevered in the duty of addressing his 
only parent, yet, until this moment, the 
answers were never more than acknow- 
ledging messages through his guardian. 

It was, therefore, with a pecuUar feeling 

2 
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of ifecognition 5 a conviction of being now 
owned bjjr his father's heart as his son* ; 
tluit Louis Opened the first letter he had 
ever received from his hand. -~ 
Its contents were these : 

** My dear Son, 

"I hear from the Marquis Santa 
Cruz, that you are worthy the name you 
bear. — That your acquirements do cre- 
dit to the liberality of your education ; 
and that you are not deficient in ambition 
to bring these implements to the test. 
I offer you an opportunity. Accompany 
the bearer of this, to the continent. — 
He is my secretary : — and has my com- 
mands to present you to a person there, 
who will put your talents to the trial. 
Should the result be to your honour, you 
shall not be long withheld from the em- 
brace of your father, William 

Baron de Bipperda. 
" Madrid, 

« November, 1725." 

Louis pressed 'these welcome com- 
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mands to hk lips : then turmng, to cottb- 
municate their happy tidings to Mr. Athr 
elstone, he saw the eyes of the venen^le 
man still bent on the other packet i vihS^ 
the spectacles, which he held in his hand, 
bore tearful proofs how tittle was his sym- 
pathy with the joy that beat in the heart 
of his nephew. Louis tooH that trembting 
hand^ and kissed it without speaking. 

** I know, my child, that you axe go^ 
ing to leave me. — I know that you are 
glad to go i -~ and it is natural, but an old 
man's tears are natural too.'' 

Louis grieved for the grief ol' bis undo: 
and anticipated his own paqgs in the mo- 
ment of separation from so paternal a 
friend ; from an aunt and cousins so be- 
loved : but he did not feel the most dis- 
tant wish to escape these pangs an hour, 
by delaying the journey that was to draw 
him nearer to his father, and to the in- 
distinct, but, he hoped, sure objects of 
his ambition. He was indeed drawn by 
two attractions ; the one tender and per- 
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simding ; the other, powerful and imperr 
iitive i and his soul leaped to the lattai^ 
as to its congeoial element. 

In a £^w minutes Mr. Athelstone re- 
covered bis wonted serenity. ** Thi 
time is now come»" said he, *^ when I 
must put forth from my bosom the sacred 
fieposit I have so fondly cherished. "^ 
Yes, Louis ; your spirit, more than yo^r 
years, demands its active destination: 
and I will not murmur that the moment 
for which I have educated your mind and 
your body, is at l^st arrived T' He then 
read aloud, and with composure, the let- 
ter which the Baron had addressed to 
him ; but it was not more explanatory 
than the other, of the circumstances in 
which he meant to place his son. 

The secretary soon after re-entered 
On Mr* Athelstone putting some civil 
questions to him respecting his present 
fatigue, and his late long journey } he 
abruptly answered, <^ That as his arrival 
bad been delayed by contrary winds at 
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sea ; and the severity of the season did 
not promise a more propitious voyage, in 
returning ; it would be necessary for him 
and Mr. de Montemar to take leave of 
Morewick-hall the following morning." ' . 

The Baron's letter to Mr. Athelstone, 
told him that Louis must yield implicit 
deference to the arrangements of Castanos. 
And in reply to some remonstrance from 
the Pastor, for a less hasty departure, the 
Senor coldly observed — *^That at Ostend, 
he and his charge were to meet instruc- 
tions for proceeding: and should they ar- 
rive there a day later than the one fixed 
by the Baron, the consequence might be 
fatal to their safety. Indeed, that no 
appendage should endumber their pro- 
gress, his Lord had commanded him to 
deny to Mr. de Montemar the indulgence 
of taking a servant from England.** 

Mr. Athelstone made many enquiries 
to gather something of the object of so 
peremptory a summons ; but he received 
no satisfaction from the secretary, wImh 
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with even morose brevity, . continued to 
affirm his total ignorance of what was to 
follow Ae introduction of his charge to 
his new guardian. His own office went 
jio farther than to conduct Mr. de Mon- 
temar by a particular day to the conti- 
nent : but who he was to meet there, or 
how he was to be employed, future events 
must explain. The frank-hearted Pastor, 
became uneasy at this mystery. And the 
more so, as from the secretary's hint» 
(which he appeared vext at having drop- 
ped) it seemed connected with danger. 
." Yet it is his father, who summons him in- 
to such circumstances !" said he to him* 
self:; ** and surely I may trust a father's 
watchfulness over liis only son i'* 
, Louis's imagination had taken fire at 
what chilled the heart of his uncle. That 
the;:e was a dejnand on his courage^ in 
the proposed trial, swelled bis youthful 
breast with exultation^ He thought^ as 
yet he had only tried his strength like j^ 
hoy i in exerciae, qj} in . pastime He 
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wanted to grapple with danger^ with the 
heart and the arm of a man ; and for a 
cause that would sanctify the hazard of 
his life. ** And to something like this,^' 
cried he mentally^ << my father calls me ! 
He calls me, as becomes the son of his 
race, to share the labours, the perils, of 
his glorious career ! I am now to prove 
my claim to so noble a birth*right. — And 
I will prove it ! O gracious Heaven, give 
me but to deserve honour of my father ; 
and I ask no other blessing on this side 
of eternity !'* 

Mr. Athelstone saw that strong emo- 
tionk were agitating the occupied mind 
of his nephew, and reading their import, 
in the loAy expressions of ht3 counte* 
nance, he did not check their in^mlse, 
by recalling his attrition to present ob« 
jects i but proceeded in silence to open 
the packet from Santa Cruz : hoping that 
ite contents might cast a l^bt upon the 
destiny of Louis. 

The letter was short ; chiefly thankirig 
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the Tastor and his family, for their kind ^ 
ness to himself and his son diiring their 
visit at Lindisfarne* Writing of Ferdi** 
nand, he added that his health was ma* 
teriaUy improved, though his spirits were 
yet very unequal. To remedy these re# 
mains of his indisposition, he meant to 
engage himself* in the expected hostilities 
between Austria and Spain, who were 
likely to quarrel on a question of maritime 
and commercial prerogative. The Mar* 
quis concluded his letter by saying, that 
he enclosed three packets from Don Fer* 
dinand, as offerings of respect to the ladies 
of Lindisfame. 

Mr. Athelstoae believed he had found 
a c}ew to the affair of danger, to which 
Louis was to be introduced. He did not 
doubt but that the Baron also meant to 
engage his son in the anticipated war* 
&re between their Cathc^c and Cassarian 
majesties* The halting at Ostend seemed 
to corroborate this surmise, as its new. 
ciHOQunercial company was the very dis« 
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pute between the rival Powers. But still, 
the immediate peril which threatened 
any delay in arriving there remained as 
unexplained as before. 
' When Louis perused the Marquis's 
letter, he also supposed he was called 
to a military life; and as that was the 
point to which he had most wistfully di- 
rected his glory-attracted eye, the inti- 
matioh at once fixed his vague antici- 
pations ; and rising from his seat, while 
his thoughts glanced on Wharton's giay 
demand to write man upon his broWj he 
smiled on his uncle and said, <* this is 
the Toga virilis that has ever been the 
object of my vows!** 

" God grant," cried the Pastor, mourn- 
fully returning his playful smile, «« that 
it may not be steeped in blood !** 
^ " And if found in the bed of honour," 
replied Louis, " I should not rest the 
worse for it!" 

" Yoii sport, my child, with these 
gloomy suggestions ; and may you ever have 
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the same cause for smiling at the advance 
of death! I know the passion of your 
soul is to be always in the path of duty ; 
and that in such pursuit^ the rugged and 
the smo^b, the safe or dangerous, are to 
you alike. Nourish this principle as that 
of your part in the covenant of your sal- 
vation. But keep a clear eye in dis- 
cerning between duty and inclination* 
flemember, that no enterprize is great 
that is not morally good : that war is mur- 
der, when it commences in aggression ; 
and that policy is villainy, when it seeks 
to aggrandize by injustice* In short, in 
whatever you do, consider the aim of 
your action, and your motive in under- 
taking its accomplishment; Be single- 
minded in all things, having the principle 
of the divine laws, delivered by the Son of 
Gedliimself, as the living spring of every 
action- throughout your life. Tlien, my 
Loujs, you may smile in life and in death ! 
You will be above the breath of man, be- 
yond his power to disappoint you in your 
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reward ; for it will abide with you in the 
coDsciousness of virtue, and a sure 
faith in an eternal glory/' 

While the Pastor was yet speaking, 
Mrs, Coningsby and her daughters en- 
tered from a Christmas visit they had 
been paying in the neighbouring town of 
Warkworth. They started at sight of a 
stranger dozing in the great chair by the 
fire. Overcome with fatigue, Gastanot 
had fallen asleep almost immediately after 
he had given his last unsatisfactory re- 
pfy. The entrance of the ladies roused 
him, and he got up heavily from his seat, 
when Mr. Athelstone presented him to 
his niece, and briefly told his errand* 
Surprize at the suddenness of the sum- 
mons, and dismay at parting with a com* 
panion so dear, overcame Mrs* Conings* 
by, and she sunk fainting into a chair. 
Tears stole down the cheeks of Cor- 
nelia, and Alice stood motionless, ^ale, 
^d silent 

After the emirtions of the. shock of 
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such intelligence had a little subsided; 
anxious to divert their thoughts, Mr. 
Athelstone presented his niece and her 
daughters with Don Ferdinand's three 
packets ; and repeating the young Spani<- 
ard's request that each lady would in- 
spect her present alone, he added his 
own wish, that they would indulge the 
ioaor now. The hint was immediately 
adopted, for Mrs« Coningsby understood 
its purport. Divining her uncle's tender- 
ness for the sensibility of his nieces, she 
left him to discuss with Louis the many 
arrangements necessary to a separation, 
that might be final to most of the party* 
The remainder of tlie day was hardly 
long enough, for the preparation of the 
various comforts each inmate of the haii 
was solicitous to produce, to render the 
journey and voyage of their beloved 
Louis as free of privations as possible^ 
In the consequent bustle, no time was 
allowed for d weUii^ on its occasion, or 
giving way to the. regrets which often 
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turned the heart faint in the midst of the 
body's exertions. ** To-morrow, in the 
hour of parting, we will indulge our sor- 
row. We will then shew our Louis our 
love, and our grief at the separation!" 
-With these thoughts^ Mrs. Coningsby and 

Corneliastilled their often-risingeraotions; 
while Mr. Athelstone, reading in the 
feverish activity of their services what 
-Was passing in their minds, meditated 
how to spare them and his nephew the 
agitating hour they anticipated. 

When the family parted for the night, 
it was settled that Louis and his foreign 
conductor should not leave the hall the 
next morning until after breakfast ; and 
therefore they should all meet again round 
that dear domestic table, and there ex- 
change the dreaded word farewell. Mrs^. 
Coningsby observed, that before she slept 
she was going to write a few lines to Don 
Ferdinand, to thank birii for the fine 
Moorish shawls his gratitude had pre^ 
seated to Iwrsdf 2^^d daughters, and she 
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would give the lettet to Louis in the 
morning. Then, as was the custom in 
this affectionate family, on retiring to 
their rooms, he touched the jfcheek of his 
aunt with his lips, and shook hands with 
his cousins when he bade God bless 
them! 

With a body unwearied, and a mind 
too excited, ' to admit of any sleep this 
night, he was passing to his apartment, 
when his uncle opened the door of his 
own chamber, and beckoned him in. 
The venerable man, there informed him, 
that he alone of all the family, would 
bid him farewell the next morning. 
That he feared the fortitude of Mrs. 
Coningsby and his nieces in so severe a 
trial ; and had therefore made arrange- 
ments to prevent it. Louis listened with 
gratitude, though with brimming eyes, 
to the good old man's account of his 
having ordered the travelling-chaise to 
the lodge-gate at day-break ; and that he 
had prepared Senor Castanos to be 
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ready at so unexpected an hour, and to 
permit his charge to see his maternal 
uncle. In the usual routine of his move* 
ments. Sir Anthony had been some time 
at Athebtone-manor, where he always 
i^ned his Christmas hospitalities. As 
that mansion was on the banks of the 
Tyne, not far from Newcastle, where th^ 
travellers were to embark, his nephew 
would have an opportunity of pajHing his 
parting duty to him, without impeding 
his journey by going out of the way. 

Louis left his kind guardian, with a 
promise of attending to the first tap at 
bis door next morning ; and in a more 
pensive mood proceeded to his dressing- 
room. On opening the door, he saw 
Alice seated by his table. Her lamp 
stood beside her; and its faint light 
gleamed upon her pallid features. He 
started with astonishment ; for she had so 
long estranged herself from his slightest 
attentions, that Alice was the last per<> 
son he could have expected to find at 



« 
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such a moment in his apartment. How^ 
ever, he approached her tenderly. On 
seeing him» she covered her face with 
her hand, and evidently wept, though 
silently; for as he spoke and soothe 
her, (though vagudy, as he could not 
guess the reason of this solitary visit,) he 
fdt the tears trickle through her fingers 
en his hand. At last she was able to 
command her speech, though she stiU 
concealed her face; and when she did 
find utterance, it was some time before 
she dared touch upon the secret that 
-played upon her peace and life. . She 
told him that vhe was miserable ; that hier 
health was consuming under a sense of 
-her deception to the best oi mothers^ 
sisters, and of guardians ; and that unless 
she did seize this, her last opportunity 
of unburthening her soul to the only 
friend to whom she could do so, without 
brealdng a fiital vow ; she felt that she 
must die, she could not exi^ nluch 
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longer under the tortures <tf her con^ 
science, and the miseries of her heart. 

Amazed, and alarmed, Louis listened 
to her, tried to calm her, and encouraged 
her to repose a full confidence in him. 
At length, amidst paxoxjsms of tears, 
and agonies of shame, she narrated all 
that had passed between herself and Don 
Ferdinand; and that since she had so 
rashly made him the vow of concealing 
their attachment from those who ought 
to know all her thoughts, she had never 
known a moment's hapjnness. 

Louis was struck dumb with this re*i 
cital. The brevity of her acquaintance 
with Don Ferdinand, might yet be long 
enough. to allow his accomplished man* 
ners and interesting state, to make an 
impression on so young and sympathiz- 
ing a heart ; she therefore found a ready 
excuse with her cousin. But what was 
he to think of Don Ferdinand ? Of the 
advantage he had taken of her tender 
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and guileless nature, to betray her into 
a confession and a vow, so sure to sacri- 
fice her peace ; and which could bring no 
gratification to him, but the disgrace- 
ful consciousness of a triumph to his 
vanity ! 

Louis's fixed silence, while occupied 
in these thoughts, struck Alice like the 
voice of condemnation. She gazed dis- 
tractedly in his face, and exclaimed in 
despair, ** You think I am unpardon- 
able. — You think I deserve to die, 
miserable and unforgiven ! Oh, wretched, 
guilty Alice, *-* break, break your heart, 
. for there is none to pity you !*' As she 
uttered this, in a hardly articulate voice, 
she threw herself back into her chair, 
sobbing and wringing her hands in bitter 
anguish. The violence of her emotions 
recalled Louis to recollection, and sooth- 
ing her excessive remorse with every 
« palliative that affection could suggest, 
. he at last succeeded in restoring her tq 
some degree of composure* 
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She told him, that her purpose in re* 
vealing her wretched stoiy to him at this 
timei was not merely to unburthen her 
loaded soul; but to prevail on him to 
convey a letter to Ferdinand, in which she 
implored him to rfelease her from her 
guilty vow of concealment. " I have 
warned him/* continued she, " that if 
he hold me to this impious pledge, it will 
not be for long ; for 1 cannot live in my 
present self-abhorring condition. But, 
should my life be lengthened under these 
circumstances, to be my punishment, I 
will never consent to see his face again, 
till he has released me from so sinful an 
engagement." 

Louis warmly applauded her resolu- 
tion. 

" Do not praise me," ciied she, " do 
not call it resolution. I am unworthy 
of approbation for any thing. I do not 
resolve ; I only feel that I can know no 
happiness, endure no person, but con- 
tinue to detest myself, till this guilt 
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is taken from my mind, by a full con* 
fession^ and prayer for my mother^s 
pardon*'* 

She shewed a letter, which had come 
in the packet directed to her by Fer» 
dinand, and which he had secured her 
receiving free from observation, by his 
apparently whimsical request that each 
lady would inspect her present alone* 
The letter contained protestations of in- 
violable attachment, petitions for her 
constancy; and exhortations to keep their 
secret, till the success of the plan he had 
in view, brought him again to her feet. 
He had inclosed a miniature of himseif 
in the shawl which was his ostensible 
present to her. " I will never look on it 
a second time,'* said she, "till he re- 
moves from himself the guilt of holdi^ig 
me in this wicked undutifulness to my 
family.** 

Louis engaged, should he not meet 
him at Madrid, to forward her letter to 
Pan Ferdinand, and to inclose it in one 
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from himself, enforcing her entreaties 
with his arguments; and giving his 
thoughts on the subject, as became his 
relationship to her, and fraternal regard 
ibx her happiness. He assured her, he 
would do it with a. scrupulous attention 
not to irritate the feelings which had 
excited her lover to deprive him of her 
sisterly affection. Aware that her self- 
accusing state of mind, could not bear 
up against the representation he would 
fain have made of Ferdinand's entire 
selfishness in thus binding her, Louis 
contented himself with advising Alice, 
as a restitution she owed to her family 
for all the misery her melancholy and 
illness had made them suffer, to dismiss 
as much as possible all painful retrospec- 
tions; and to console herself with the 
conviction that she was now re-treading 
her steps to the path of ^uty. " Cheer 
yourself with this thought," said he, 
" till the tidings shall arrive which will 
take the seal from your lips* . Then you 
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may confess all, and reconciled, by par*' 
don, to your family and yourself, you 
will again become the happy Alic^/' 

She wept as he spoke. But it was n6 
more the stormy grief of despair ; she 
shed the balmy tears of penitence and 
hope. It was the genial shower upon 
the thirsty ground. " You have spoken 
comfort to me, Louis. I have not been 
so happy, since the dawn of the fatal 
morning, when my impious adjuration 
called down these months of misery upon 
my wretched head. — Oh, if Ferdinand 
could have guessed this, would he have 
denied me such a comforter !** 

Louis gently reminded her, that as he 
was going, she must seek a comforter in 
a Superior Being j and in the exertions 
of her own mind ; " you have ever, my 
Alice," said he, " been the idol of your 
family ; and even to this day, been sup: 
ported with a watchfulness, as if you 
were still in infancy : yet, you see, how 
inadeq[uate has been all this anxiety to 

VOL. I. N 
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preserve you from error, and its con* 
sequent sorrows! By experience, you 
must now feel, that tibe care of the ten- 
derest relations can be of no permanent 
feflfect, unless you assist it with your own 
circumspection and strength. Look not 
for comfort from one. side or another, till 
you have found its principle in your own 
bosom; that is to say, till you resolve 
to act according to your duty. And this 
is, not merely to grieve over your fault, 
and yearn to confess it and be forgiven ; 
but to lay a restraint upon your sensi- 
bility, and the violence of your regrets ; 
and from this hour to devote the whole 
of your mind to the re-establishment of 
happiness in your family. — Return to 
your former occupations. — Meditate less 
upon Don Ferdinand and yourself; and 
think more of your mother, your sister, 
and your guardian. — For their sakes, 
try to be cheerful, and you will be so. — 
In one word, my dearest Alice, remem- 
ber, that to perform our duty in this 
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world, w€ must swtaia. ouf .awnviilwj,^ 
a&d not faabitiukfe durselves \^ the un- 
certain support of otheirft/' 

« Why, my dear Loui% have I neyei:. 
beard these seotimcsnts bejfojre ? With 
fRich forewamii^, I should QeVer have 
erred/' 

** You might have heard them oft^x.; 
for my uncle has frequently talked to 
me in this way in your presence* But, 
my sweet Alice waa not then awak# 
ened to such subjects^ You regarded 
them as. grave discourses, in which you 
could be as little interested as in the 
map of a country you n^er intended to 

"And I went astray in that veiy 
country V* cried she, ** simpleton that I 
was -, always : to turn, away from every* 
thing but the pursuits of a child !'' 

She was anxious to eiigage Louis to 
correspond with her ; but as he coul4 
nbt write any . thing to her that would 

N 2 
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not pass under the eye of the whole fa- 
mily^ he told her she had best rest sa- 
tisfied with his exertions for her release ; 
and when' he had obtained it from Don 
Ferdinand, he would then write openly, 
and tell her all his thoughts on an affidr 
so momentous to her present and' future 
happiness. 

The hail clock strudc one* 

Alice rose: she put his hand to her 
lipsi and smiled through her tears: — 
** I cannot be at this morning's break* 
fast. — But now *-^ dear, dear, Louis, — 
best of friends — >farewdlif' ~ Her head 
drc^ped upon his shoulder, where she 
struggled with two or three convulsive 
sobs. He pressed her to his heart, 
and in vain tried to repel the tears 
which started to his eyes : they flowed 
over her face as . he supported her 
trembling steps to the door of her 
apartment. When he had brought her 
to the threshold, she uttered a bieath* 
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less God bkss you! and breaking from 
his arms, threw herself into the room. 
The door was closed: — he heard her 
sob : -but tearing himself away, he re- 
turned with a heavy load at his heart to 
his own chamber. 
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CHAP. X. 

The silver gleams of a winter morning 
streaked the horizon, as the chaise which 
conveyed Louis de Montemar from the 
friends of his youth, mounted the heights 
of Warkworth, and gave him a last 
glimpse of Morewick-hall, lying in its 
shroud of mist at the bottom of the val- 
ley. The smoke of his uncle's chimney, 
beside which he had just received that 
venerable man's parting embrace and 
blessing, was mingling its dark volumes 
with the ascending vapours. A bleak 
and gusty wind tossed their white billows 
around the ancient pinnacles of the build- 
ing ; but no smoke arose from any other 
chimney ! — There was no opened win- 
dow-shutter; no sign of any other of 
the. dear inhabitants being awake. The 
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good old maa was then weeping alone^ 
and mingling with his tears, the earnest 
prayer of solicitude for the preservation 
of his beloved nephew ! 

" And the prayer of the righteous 
availeth much!'' said Louis to himdel^ 
fixing his eye oii the golden disk jttst 
peeping above the distant rim of the 
ocean: " lovers have preserved their 
constancy, by a promid^^a^t each would 
remember the other wbw the sun set or 
rose ! Why shall I not preserve my con* 
stancy to a better love than that of wo* 
man, whenever I look on yon rising or 
setting orb, and remember, that at those 
hours my venerable uncle s on his knees 
t. Heaven for the c<m.en».ti<», of n^ 
sbtil?" 

As the turning of his carriage down an 
abrupt declivity snatched the whole of 
the vale of Coquet from his view, Louis 
thought of his aunt and Cornelia ;^ how, 
in another hour, they would be looking 
in vain for his entrance into the breakfast 

N 4 
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parlour : and, what would be the burst of 
their grief, when they should be told that 
he was gone ; that he had found the heart 
to leave them without one affectionate 
fkrewell! He almost regretted that he 
had spared himself and them a pang; 
which, he began to think, would have 
been more tolerable than the idea they 
might entertain, that a passion for no- 
velty had rend^^ him neglectful of their 
parting tendeiflftiis* The wan counte* 
nance, and piteous accents of Alice, next 
preseifted themselves to his imagination ; 
and, painful as were many of his thoughts 
connected with her recent disclosure, h^' 
could not but rgoice that her timely re- 
xborse, and as critical a resolution, had 
afforded him an opportunity to make his 
last act in the home of his youth, one 
that would eventually repay his vast debt 
of gratitude to her mother. 
. These reflections accompanied him 
over many a heathy track, caVemed with 
coal-mines ; and at night, the gleaming 
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fires on their bituminous surface, widi 
their wsMidering vapoury lights, lit him 
along moor and fell, till die sulphurous 
cloud which usually canopies the city of 
Newcastle, received his vehicle as it 
whirled down the steep northern hill in- 
to the town. 

At Athelstone*manor, a few miles 
south of the city, he met his uncle Sir 
Anthony; and, as he expected, had to 
listen to many a rough remonstrance 
against obedience to so abrupt a summons. 
Louis did not use much argument in re* 
plies, the reasoning of which, good or bad, 
he knew would be equally disregarded ; 
but with assurances that neither distance 
nor time should lessen his affection for 
the friends he left behind, he sought to 
dissipate his uncle's thoughts from the 
subject of debate ; and so far succeeded, as 
to pass the remainder of the day with 
him in tolerable cheerfulness. But when 
the captain of the vessel that was to con- 
vey the travellers to Ostend, appeared at 

N 5 
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ihe manor, to amuyimce that the wind 
served and the ship was ready to sail; 
the newly-rei^red good«humour of the 
baronet was pat to the proof: and it did 
not stand the trial. He burst into invec- 
tives against the Baron, for reclaiming 
his son ; against the Pastor, for admitting 
his authority ; and poured forth a tdrrent 
of reproaches on his nephew, for so rea- 
dily consenting to quit relations who loved 
and honoured him, to become dependant 
on the caprices of a father who seemed 
to consider himself rather the patron than 
the parent of Ins son« 

Louis saw it would be vain to reason 
trith this violence ; and that all he could 
do, was to take a grateful and steady leave 
of his uncle« Sir Anthony clung to him, 
mingling entreaties for liis stay, with up- 
braidings for his departure. And amidst 
vows of entailing all on him, if he would 
remain ; and oaths, to cut him off with a 
shilling, if he persisted to goj Louis tore 
himself away ; leaving his unde in an 
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agony of grief and exasperation in the 
arms of his servants. 

Distressed by the outrageous emotions 
of Sir Anthony; so different from the 
chastised feelings of the Pastor, whote 
profound affections smoothed by their 
fulness the rising sorrow of the parting 
moment ; Louis found a refuge, though 
a dreary one, in the solitude of his cabm. 
He sat for some hours, alone and silent, 
in the encreasing gloom. The evening«i 
gun fired from the fort at the mouth of 
the harbour ; and in a few minutes Cas- 
tanos appeared with a lamp. He set it 
on the table, and silently threw himsdUf 
into the birth appropriated to his use. 
Louis was not in a mood to desire com^ 
panionship ; and with little more than a 
gracious word or two of thanks to the 
civilities of the captain and his mate, as 
(they; stq^ped in at intervals to enquire 
how he fared, he passed the remainder of 
the ni^ht. 

Nextmocningat dawn, when he pressed 
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hind thy promontories. England; be- 
loved, honoured ! Where shall I find a 
country like thee ? Will gorgeous Spain 
be to me what thy simple glades have 
been ?'* He smiled at his own soli- 
loquy. 

<< I go not to luxurious groves, and 
gorgeous indolence,*' cried he, " my er- 
rand is to the arena of populous cities ; 
to win, or lose mpelf, in the Olympian 
struggles of man with man.'' > 

Louis forgot the receding shores of his 
country and its beloved inhabitants^ iti 
the ideas these images suggested ; and 
forgetful alike of the wintery blast j hie 
only drew his thick cloak closer around 
him ; and cradled in the coiled rope of 
the anchor, with ^is eyes half-closed, 
he continued to muse on his future de- 
stiny : dreaming of martial atchiav^ 
ments, and a succession of visionsHry ^tri- 
umphs, till the bright phantoms were lost 
the chaos of soQiid sleep. 
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CHAP. XL 

A prosperous voyage brought the travel- 
lers safely to Oatend. — Castanos found 
the instructions he expected from the 
Baron de Ripperda; and he inffn'med liis 
charge, their commands were that they 
must proceed immediately to the metro- 
polis of Germany, for there he was to 
meet his father's friend. Surprised* but 
not displeased at this extraordin^ route, 
IxHiis cheerfully set forward ; and did not 
permit the curiosity natural to his thirst 
for knowledge, to detain him a moment 
in any of the countries through which he 
travelled- 

Oa a dark evening id January he and 
his guide arrived at Vienna. The streets 
were in so profound a gloom, he could 
not have guessed he was now in one of 
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the most magnificent capitals of the 
world, had he not received some inti- 
mation of its greatness,, by the extent of 
pavement he went over from the point of 
the town at which he entered to that 
which was to be his destination* A^ he 
drove along, he perceived some other 
proofs that he was indeed in the modem 
Csesarean metropolis. He passed: nobk 
houses, whose open gates shewed they 
were superbly illuminated, and whence 
proceeded strains of gay music that 
gave sign of We and festivity within. 
Castanos remarked, that these were 
palaces of the nobility. E^^hilarated by 
the splendour of the lights, Louis en- 
quired whether the house he was going 
to, promised as much consolation after a 
tedious journey. " But I flatter myself 
it will," added he, " from what I under- 
stand of the general rank of my father's 
friends." 

" As the Baron de Ripp^dli. is a 
nobleman of an universal acquaiutaBce;^' 

IS 




280 THE PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDB, 

replied Castanos, " he has friends of 
every rank, in every country.*' 

In. this instance^ &s in others, Louis 
saw he could get nothing s&tisfactoiy 
from his companion, and aware that a 
little patience must explain whither he 
was'going, and what was to be hisernmd, 
he asked no more questions. As his 
carriage passed out of the brilliant halo 
which surrounded the immediate vicinity 
of these palaces, it seemed to enter the 
regions oftenfcild night j so severe was 
the contrast irom gay illuminatitm to ray- 
less darkness. . 

After an intricate drive of another half 
hour, the wheels no longer rattled on 
pavement, but turning abruptly down a 
narrow avenue, the leafless branches 
brushed across the carriage windows, 
as it jolted onward over a very rough 
road. A speck of light appeared in the 
extreme distance. As the heavy vehicle 
. rumbled ^fw!ardi the light seemed to en- 
csease in size, and Louis soon after per- 
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ceived it to be a flambeau held in th$ 
hand of a man. When the carriage ap» 
proached him^ he opened a pair of large 
iron gates under a high archway, through 
which the travellers immediately paslsed. 
AH around was dark, vast, and dreary, as 
no lamp chased the deep shadows ftotoi a 
coiut-yard of immense extent. 

The man mounted the steps of a huge 
black building, sufficiently capacious fctt* 
a palace, but gloomy enough to be a pri«- 
son. Louis followed his conductor and 
the flambeau-bearer across a large cold 
hall, up a wide-painted stair-case^ mil* 
defwed and crazy, and through a long 
echoing gallery into a saloon whose dis^ 
tant extremities, like the outer courts 
were lost in deep shadow. A pair of 
wax lights, flaring in the wind; stood 
upon a great claw-table whose once gilded 
surface was browned by time and neglect* 
Little more furniture was visible than a 
couple of chairs of similar fabrick, two or 
three gigantic pier-glasses, reflecting thd" 
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persons in the apartment in ghost-like 
obscurity, andabrasier of newly-kindled 
fuel, sluggishly gUmtnering. on the hearth. 

IxHiis started at so dismal a reception, 
io, di^rent from the cordial comforts of 
Morewick-hall ; so different &om the 
social welcome of Athetstone manor ; so 
widely different from the anticipated mag- 
nificience of a palace at Vienna, and the 
hospitable greeting of his father's friend 1 
He paused at the threshold, then smiling 
at the e^minancy^ (^iiis disgust, entered 
light of foot and of heart, saying to him- 
self, (• Do I shrifik at so poor a trial of my 
^irit? My father has guesded the sin 
of my breeding' i and thus disciplines the 
^iled boy !" 

Louis .might have been wearied, body 
and mind. He bad travelled since the 
moment of his landing wifiiout other 
sleep thui Uiat he had caught by snatches 
in his inde&tigaUe vehicle. He might 
have heeai hungry, fiH' be had tested no- 
thing since the break of day. But he felt 
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eagerness to meet, if not his father, Ms 
father's representative, and to receive 
from him that father's commands* 

When Louis entered the saloon, and 
«p far took possession of its dismal hos- 
pitality^ as to lay his hat and sword upon 
the table ; Castanos called io the attends 
ant by the name of Gerard, and whisper* 
ing to him they withdrew together. Louis 
sat for some time, expecting the re<-en- 
trance of the Spaniard, but ho one ap- 
peared. He looked at his watch : it wai^ 
near ten o'clock. From the hour, he sup* 
posed the taciturn secretary was staying 
away in his usual care of manufacture 
ing his supper ; and that he would . pre« 
sently return with his wine and omelet. 

Louis sat composedly ten minutes after 
ten minutes, but at last his impatience to 
know why he was brought to so deserted 
an abode, and who he was to see, got the 
better of his determination to quietiy 
await events, atid he rose to ring the belU 
He took one bf lihe candles to sedk f<^ 
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this indispensible piece of furniture, but 
in no comer of the grim-visaged tapestry 
coul4 be find even its remains* He opened 
the door, and called Castanos. No voice 
made answer, but the dull vibration of his 
own from the numerous vacant apart' 
ments. With the candle in his hand he 
retraced his way to the great hall, still 
calling, on Castanos, and then on Gerard, 
and with as little succe^ss. 

Detennined to find somebody, he 
turned down a paved passage to the quar* 
ter that seemed to lead to the offices. 
Not a living creature presented itself, 
and all doors which appeared likely to 
open to the air were padlocked, and 
therefore resisted his! attempts to force 
them« He returned to the hair to ex- 
amine the great door, and found it un- 
bolted, but locked, and the key taken 
away. He now comprehended that 
Castanos, and the only apparent in- 
mate of the houses had lefl the place» 
that he wa$ idone, and fastened in ; but 
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for what purpose he was thus betrayed 
into solitary confinemcBt, time Mily oould 
shew. To quell the vague alarm that 
rose in his breast, he bad again to recot^: 
lect he was brought into these circum- 
stances by his father's orders. 

*' But at any rate," thought he, " whe- 
ther I am to meet friend or foe, there is 
no harm in keeping my sword at my side.. 
It is just possible Castanos may not be 
honest. He may not hold the rank in 
my father's establishment, to which he 
pretends, he may not be the.Tery Cas- 
tanos; should he be a menial domestic, 
instead of a confidentid secretary, (and 
from his avoiding my presence at all op- 
portunities, and being so unwilling to 
converse, when obUged to be with me» 
it does not appear very doubtful !) then 
I may, indeed, be in the hands of a .vilr 
lain. He knows ,thfi geoeroBity of my 
two ujicles, has made me a ,no CcmtemptiT 
ble object for plunder, and r— in short, 
I do not like appearances !" ' ; ■ ■ , 
9 
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Widi these ideas he hastily re-awended 
the stairs to the sidoon. He found his 
sword safet and lost no time in returning 
it to his belt. " What," cried he, «' would 
he the reproaches of Sir Anthony, could 
he guess my present situation ? What the 
distress at dear.Morewick, did they know 
that their Louis, for the first time in his 
life, now feels the touch of fear?" 

Murder in this loneliness ! To die under 
the hands of ruffians, and be no more 
heard of by the beings he loved best, 
haunted his imagination while he walked 
to and fro, examining again and again 
the locks of his pistols. He had one in 
his hand, when he heard the rumbling 
of wheels in the court-yard. Shortly 
after, the steps of a man sounded in the 
gallery, and the saloon door being open, 
Louis saw Castanos approaching with his 
usual slowness. He entered tibe apart- 
xftiant, and laid a letter on the table.^ 

" For me?" said Louis, «< from 
whom ?" 
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<^ Its contents win tdl you^ Senor/' 
When Louis glanced on tbe supers 
scription, he saw it was the hand- writing 
of his father. While he broke the seal, 
Castanos disappeared again. The letter 
was as follows : 

" Louis! — It was the dying injunc* 
tion of your mothei- to your grandfather 
Athelstone, that you should be brought 
up to honour me with a double duty. 
You can never forget the contents of 
the letter which she wrote to her infant 
son from her death-bed, and which your 
uncle Richard was to open to you on 
your twelfth birth-day. It told you to 
love your father as she had done, arid to 
commit yourself in all things to his 
guidance. 

" You are now called upon to act by 
this sacred exhortation. To be obedient 
in love and in fear, to a parent who re- 
ceived her legacy of tenderness for you, 
in his own bosom, and who will hereafter 
pay it with interest from his heart* 
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** Now that she is gone, you are the 
only creature existing with whom I can 
id^tify my own being, that is, com- 
municate my thoughts and my aK^tions 
without reserve. Your interest is my 
interest: and till time and experience 
have given you judgement to guide your 
own proceedings, my judgement must be 
yours. You are yet a boy in years ; though 
a manly person, and, I understand, a 
mind of no common capacity, give you 
at twenty the appearance of maturity. 
But remember^ it is appearance only. 
Talents and good dispositions are the 
implements of wisdom, not wisdom's self, 
she is born of time and experience, and 
shews her proof in hard probation. The 
scenes in which you have hitherto been 
an actor, amongst the simple inhabitants 
of a remote province in England, are 
child's play to the parts you may now be 
called to perform. I am about to pre- 
sent you to the world, to aspidng, subtle, 
treacherous mankind! — You must be 
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instructed in every movement ; prompts 
<ed, and supported. I have provided 
means to these ends ; and all you have 
to do, is to resign yourself with docility 
to the masters I set over you. Should 
impertinent curiosity, or refractory wil- 
fulness, or any other perversity in your 
c<mduct, traverse my present trial of 
your character, we never meet! You 
shall return whence you came ; and 
only as one dead, hold a place in the me- 
mory of your father. The child of my 
spotless wife shall not be denied an ffjiixpiia 
provision ; but I will never cher^gji as my 
^n, one who is an alien to r,jy spirit. 

«« On the night of yoi^^^ arrival at Vi<. 
«nna, my secretary Cr^stanos has »y eom- 
mands to introduce you to a person. 
wiU give proof of coming <*f om ' ^^° 
shewing you a duplicate of 'that l^Jf 
of your mother, which your frrand^ 
bequeathed to me, - Beino-f^ ^ ^^ 
you must revere and ohZ^ZT"^"^ 

-rdanddeHasyouw^f/Xraod 
VOL. I. « " ■ ™ ann 
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obey me ; and ever hope to behold tht I 

face of your father, William, 

« Madrid. " Baron de Ripperda." 

There were family references in this 
letter, which affected the heart of a son ; 
—and though the style was generally se- 
vere, yet there was also a promise of such 
full future confidence, that Louis could 
not but press it to his lips as the earnest 
of a fellowship with his father he was 
determined to deserve. The Srst sight 
of the letter had removed all suspicion 
of his guide from his mind ; and having 
read it with a beating heart, he walked 
j*up and down the room, impatiently await- 
ing the introduction of his fiither's I 

friend. 

Again he heard the approach of steps} j 

but it was now of two persons. He 
stopped in the middle of the floor, his 
eyes rivetted to the door, which, in a 
few minutes was thrown open by Cas- 
tanos; and a man of a commanding 
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stature, wrapped in a cloak, and with a 
large hat flapped over his brows, entered 
alone into the chamber The door was 
immediately closed. He stepped a few; 
paces forward j and putting up the pro* 
jecting brim of his hat, over which hung 
a heavy black plume, that still threw a 
deeper shade over his eyes, their piercing 
glance shot at once through the soul of 
Louis. 

The stranger stood ; and^ without 
speaking, continued to look steadfastly 
on his future charge. With a progres- 
sive movement of his powerful eye, he 
perused the lineaments of Louis's face 
and figure from head to foot. Louis 
gazed on him in turn ; and wondered at 
the awe he felt of an unknown being, 
whose haughty port and unceremonious 
investigation, rather announced the fu* 
ture tyrant, than guardian of his conduct. 
Hitherto his independent spirit had been 
woril to start like fire from the flint, at 
any touch of oppression j and he could 

o 2 
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not bat marvel witiun Idmseif, why be 
sbouid both fear and respect the stem 
aspect of this extraordinary man. The 
loftiness of his mien was well adapted to 
tiie countenance which the raised brim of 
the hat disclosed. Dark mustachios and 
a pointed b^ard marked his lip and chin ; 
while the marble hue of his commanding 
features seemed to turn even luridly pale, 
as the brightness of his deeply-set eyes 
flashed from- under their shadowy brows, 
upon his immovable companion. Loui$ 
could not withdraw his riveted eye from 
the searching gaze of the stranger ; and 
be said to himself, ** I am thus struck, 
because it is the representative of my fa- 
ther that stands before me : it is he, who 
that father has commanded me to reve- 
rence as himself!** — As he ended this 
short soliloquy, he unconsciously obeyed 
the sentiment of his mind, and respect- 
fully bowed his head. 

Tbis action seemed to recall the 
stranger from the abstraction with which 
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he was scanning his future pupiLj and 
approaching him with a step which: ming- 
led a prince's dignity with the firmness 
of a soldier, he took Louis's hand, grasp- 
ed, and wrung it, as if with some sudden 
sting of mental anguish ; and then ab- 
ruptly relinquishing it, threw himself 
into a chair, and pulling the beaver of his 
hat over his face, sat for some time lean- 
ing his head upon his hand, and preserv- 
ing the silence which liad not yet been 
broken. 

Louis stood opposite to him, contem- 
plating with interest and expectation, the 
further developement of this friend of 
his father. At last the stranger spoke.^ — 

" Louis de Montemar," said he. 

At the sound of his name, ejaculated 
by one who had continued so porten- 
tously silent, Louis started ; and his 
heart laboured in his breast. He was 
now going to be told the secret of his 
destiny ! — What it was his father de- 
manded of his strength of mind»^ or bo- 

o 3 
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dfly exertion ; and how he was to prove 
himself worthy to be received as his 

The stranger had paused, on uttering 
his first address. — But it was only for a 
moment. Again the lightning of his 
eyes flashed upon the face of his auditor^ 
and he resumed ; but what he said was 
in the French language. 

«* Louis de Montemar, , you have read 
the letter which I conveyed to you, from 
your father the Baron de Ripperda r^* 

*• I have.** 

Again the stranger bent his head on Im 
hand. The long plumes covered his face 
from observation; but Louis perceived 
that his whole frame trembled. After 
another, and a longer pause, he spoke 
again.. — " And you are prepared to obey 
your father's injunctions, contained in 
that letter ?** 

<« I am. For I bdieve my father would 
not so entirely commit the temporal, and 
therefore eternal, welfare of bis son, to 
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any man who is not worthy of the 
charge." 

The stranger rose from his seat. — "I 
am the man to whom your father has con- 
fided this awful trust ; and I accept your 
obedience. Know me as the Sieur Igna- 
tius : and whatever else I may seem here- 
after, it is not your interest to pry into. 
Your duty is to know of me no more than 
what I tell you j and to obey me, as if you 
knew me without reserve. To-morrow, 
at noon, your task shall be appointed.— 
Meanwhile, stir not hence. Refresh 
yourself from the fatigues of your jour- 
ney ; and rest confident in me and your 
father. There is my pledge." 

Before Louis could find words in a fo- 
reign language, to answer, satisfactorily 
to himself, so extraordinary a speech, the 
Sieur Ignatius laid the promised minia- 
ture of the late Baroness upon the table, 
^nd disappeared from the room. 



o 4 
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CHAP. XII. 

Having partakeH of a slight refresh- 
ment> which the solitary domestic of the 
mansion set before him, Louis desired to 
be conducted to his bed-chamber. The 
man opened a door at the further ex- 
tremity of the saloon, and the weary tra- 
veller followed into an apartment even 
more desolate than the one he had left. 
The dull cold light of a winter moon, 
shrouded in snow-clouds, gleamed through 
the mouldering remnants of what had 
once been damask curtains. These per- 
ishing relics of departed grandeur were 
all of furniture that presented itself to the 
eye of Louis, as he looked around for a 
place of Test. At last, in a distant recess 
deep in darkness, the candle he held in 
his hand shewed a mass of something 
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Heaped together. He approached, and 
found his own travelling palliasse on the 
floor, and his baggage so disposed, as to 
supply the place of chair and table. 

In recognizing even these poor neces** 
saries to the repose he needed, Louis cast 
not a thought on the comforts he did not 
see, but thanking God for the good pro- 
vided, stretched himself upon his hard 
bed, and soon was wrapped in baJmy 
slumber. 

After a night of profound sleep, the 
bright smile of the awakened sun played 
on his eye-lids, and starting from his pal« 
let, with his usual morning-spring of joy 
he hailed the briHiancy of the open^ed day. 
In an apartment close to his chamber he 
found that luxury of the continent (which 
even this deserted mansion retained); a 
bath, and having enjoyed its refreshment, 
with spirits ready for whatever task might 
be assigned him, he prepared to meet 
again his mysterious visitor. 

Oa re-entering the saloon^ the glOQvah^ 

o 5 
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ness which had appalled him the precede 
ing evening was no longer there ; it had 
disappeared before the chaser of shadows^ 
and he advanced to a window to see what 
^dence of neighbourhood would present 
itself without* 

A view, as novel as it was gay and pic- 
turesque, burst upon his sight* Under 
the windows stretched a high balustraded 
terrace, with broad stone-steps leading 
down to a garden intersected with par- 
terres and long vistas foliaged with glit- 
tering icicles. The ground was whitfe 
with snow, which had been falling all 
night, and nothing having tracked the 
deserted walks, it lay in shining smooths 
ness as far as the low wall which bounded 
the garden. Beyond the parapet, trees 
of loftier growth stretched their an^le 
arms over a plain that banked the mighty 
waters o£ the Danube, now arrested by 
the mightier hand of winter into a vast 
substantial causeway. 

At this early hour in the morning, and 
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tin that long line of ice, whose limits were 
lost in the horizon, all Vienna and its sur- 
rounding country seemed assembled. 
Carriages of various forms and colours 
elevated on sledges, and filled by their 
owners of as various quality iind habits, 
swept along in every direction. Men and 
women mounted on scates, darted past 
each other with the velocity of light; 
some with baskets of merchandize on their 
heads, and others, simply wrapped in 
their bear-skinsr speeded forward on er- 
rands of business or of pleasure. Many 
of the sledged carriages took the di* 
rection of a beautiful island in the midst 
of the river. It was crowned with ce- 
dars, and every tree of perpetual green ; 
they parted their verdant ranks to give 
place to a sloping glade, on whose smooth 
bosom stood a splendid but fantastic 
mansion. A thousibid strains of music 
pierced the distant air, while the gay 
iraineatuv advanced in succession before 
its gilded colonades* 

06 
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Lauis gazed and listaised* How dif- 
ferent was this unexpected^ this glittering 
scene, from the sombre-suited winters of 
Northumberland ! There, the black and 
sterile rocks frowned horrible over the 
frozen stream, which lay in death-like 
stillness under their gloomy shade. But 
yet that awful pause of nature was dear to 
his contemplative and happy mind. It 
filled him with recollections of the graci- 
ous voice, which had spoken the world 
into existence from the sterner solitude 
of chaos ! And then, when his mood 
-for loneliness changed, he had only to 
quit his meditations amongst these caverns 
of cold and silence, to emerge at once 
into the warm, social circle of endearing 
kindred, and animating friends ! 

While, with a fixed eye, he was thus 
«iusing on the present and the past, 
' Gerard entered the room, and placed a 
tray with breakfast on the table. Louis 
enquired for Senor Castanos. The man 
answered, he was engaged. 
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"With whom ?'* 

" I do not know/' 

"^Then I am not to expect him at 
breakfast ?'* 

" He went out at sun^rise." 

Louis asked no more questions, seeing 
that all around him were under the same 
law of la Trappe. 

His lonely meal was soon dispatched ; 
and as he found it impossible to fasten 
his attention to a book, or even to writing 
to the friends he loved, until he kiew 
when he was to be removed from his 
strange situation \ he left the table, and 
returned to his contemplations at the 
window. He was standing with folded 
arms, his eyes rambling over the ever- 
varying scene on the river, and some- 
times wishing to be one in the animated 
groupe; when, hearing a step on the 
floor, he turned round, and beheld his ex- 
pected visitor. 

He wore the same enveloping dress 
as before, andj as before, shook aside the 
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overhanging plumes of his hat as he ad- 
vanced into the room. Louis was re- 
xrovered from the amazement into which 
the mystery of his new guardian's address 
had thrown him on their first interview ; 
but he did not attempt to dispel the awe 
impressed by his deportment, and his re- 
lation as the Baron de Ripperda's friend ; 
and, therefore, he greeted his re-appear- 
ance with a collected, but a profoundly 
respectful demeanor. 

The Sieur Ignatius approached him. 

«* I need not enquire of your health 
this morning: you look well and cheerful ; 
and these are signs of a constitution in- 
dispensable to the fulfilment of your 
future duties.** 

Louis answered with a grateful smile^ 
that he had to thank Heaven for a vi- 
gorous frame, and for a destiny which, 
hitherto had not afforded him an excuse 
for being otherwise than cheerful. 

** The cheerfulness of a life passed in 
retirement/' observed IgnatiuSj << being 
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the effect of active amusements rather 
than of active duties, is habit and not 
principle j and must be re-moulded with 
stouter materials, to stand the buffets of 
the world* Louis, you are called from 
the happiness of self-enjoyment to that 
of self-neglect. You are called upon to 
toil for mankind.*' 

" Point but the way. Sir !*' cried Louis, 
in a subdued but earnest voice j " and 
I trust, you shall not find me turn from it/* 

" It is in all respects different from the 
one you have left. Fond old age, and 
female partiality, have hitherto smoothed 
your path. In the midst of this effemi- 
nacy, I know you have meditated on a 
manly life, on the career of l&me, its 
triumphs, and its crown. But between 
the istarting point and the goal, there is 
a wide abyss. The imagination of vi- 
sionary youth overleaps it : but, in fact, 
it must be trod with strong unwearied 
feet ; with wariness, privation, and dan* 
ger.*' 
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The eyes of Louis, flashing the brave 
ardours of his heart, (and which he be- 
lieved were now to be summoned into 
licenced exercise,) gave the only answer 
to the Sieur's remarks, but it was elo^ 
quent of the high expectations he had 
raised. 

" Young man,*' continued hi^ austere 
monitor, " I come to lay open this mo- 
mentous pass to you j and, once entered, 
you are no longer your own. You belong 
to mankind : you are devoted to labour 
for them : — And, above all, to sacrifice 
the daintiness of a pampered body j the 
passions of your soul j the affections of 
your heart ; to the service of the country, 
which was that of your ancestors, and to 
which your father is now restored." 

" I am ready. Sir,*' exclaimed Louis, 
«« to take my post, be it where it may, 
and I trust that I sliall maintain it as 
becomes my father's son.'* 

«< At present," replied the Steur, " it 
is within these walls." 
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Louis looked aghast. The animation 
of hope springing forward to military 
distinction, faded from his countenance. 
— " Within these walls-! — How? — 
What can be done here ? — I believed — 
I thought the army — *' 

This incoherent reply was suddenly 
arrested by the steady fixture of Igna- 
tius's eyes. A pause ensued, doubly 
painful to Louis, on account of the shock 
his expectations had received, and be- 
cause he had so weakly betrayed it. 
.With the tint of shame displacing the 
paleness of disappointment, he stood 
before his father's friend, looking on the 
ground ; at last the Sieur spoke. 

" What army do you speak of?'* 

With encreased embarrassment, Louies 
replied : " the Spanish army j that which 
the Marquis Santa Cruz gave my uncle 
to understand was soon to march against 
Austria, to compel the Emperor to fulfil 
his broken treaties.'* 

" And to meet that army in the heact 
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of the Austrian capital,'' said Ignatius^ 
** you thought was the object of your 
present summons ?*' 

Unable to speak, from a humiliating 
consciousness of absurdity, Louis coloured 
a deeper scarlet, and again cast his eyes 
to the ground. 

" No," continued the Sieur, " there 
are ways of forcing sovereigns to do their 
duties, besides that which the sword com- 
mands. If it will sooth your disappoint- 
ment, to think that you labour in one of 
these, believe what you wish, and rest 
satisfied." 

" I am satisfied," returned Louis, " and 
ready to be confined within these walls» 
at whatever employment, and for what- 
ever time, my father may chuse to 
dictate." 

« Follow me." 

As Ignatius pronounced this command, 
he opened the saloon door, and crossing 
the gallery, stopped before another door 
at its extremity. He unlocked it ; and 
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Louis, who had obeyed his peremptory 
summons, followed him into a room fur- 
nished with an escritoire, and a large 
table covered with implements for writ- 
ing. 

" This, Louis de Montemar, is your 
post,** cried the Sieiu-, closing the door 
and bolting it. " Here you must labour 
for Spain and your own destiny; and 
here,*' added he, in a decisive voice; 
** you must take an oath of inviolable 
secrecy, that neither bribery of wealth, 
honours, nor beauty ; nor threats of ruin, 
torments, nor of death ; shall ever induce 
you to betray what may be confided to 
you in this chamber.** 

Appalled at this demand, Louis did 
not answer. The Sieur examined his 
changing countenance. 

" You cannot hesitate to give me this 
pledge of honour !**^ 

" Honour doe? not need such a pledge,*' 
replied Louis, turning on him the as- 
sured look of conscious worth ; " trust 
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The Sieur turned haughtily »way.»— 
The reasoning faculties of his pupil be* 
came confused. Was he doing right or 
wrong in resisting this demand? It 
called on him to stake his salvation on 
the preservation of secrets, of the nature 
of which he was entirely ignorant. It 
seemed to him more than just, that a 
stranger, however sanctioned, should, at 
so early a stage of acquaintance, expect 
that perfect reliance on his virtue, as 
would warrant a man in so awful a ven* 
ture as that of vowing to adopt all that 
stranger might propose. But the autho- 
rity with which he pronounced the sen- 
tence which should follow persisted refu- 
sal, struck Louis with astonishment. 
Who was he, that durst so fearlessly take 
on himself the responsibility of banishing, 
without appeal, and with disgrace, the 
son of the B^on de Ripperda? As 
Louis looked up, with something of this 
question in his eyes, he met the seai^ching 
glance of Ignatius. 

12 
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" Voung man,** said he, " you think 
your honour insulted, by the mention of 
an oath. Your honour, which is yet un- 
tried ! Which has passed through no or- 
deal, but those presented by pbantastic 
imagination ! What must the Baron de 
Ripperda think, when he hears of a son 
who so insults his father's approved ho- 
nour, as to doubt whether he ought to 
pledge his faith on that father's virtue ? 
And, after all," added he, " what more is 
demanded of you, than the surety that is 
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Creator ; and therefore I tremble to do 
it now." But, " added he," as it is the 
will of my father; who, through your 
agency, demands it of* me ; on the pro- 
bity of his soul, I commit mine, and am 
ready to swear." 

<« Then," cried the Sieur, ** subscribe 
that paper with your name.^' 

Louis took it, and read a form of 
words in the Spanish language, which 
claimed his allegiance to Spain ; by the 
privileges and pledges of his long line of 
ancestors born in that realm, by the re- 
union of his father to that realm ; and 
by the restitution which the King and 
council had made to him of the Rip- 
perda territories in Andalusia and Gra- 
nada, forfeited to the crown in the year 
1673, by the rebellious conduct of Don. 
Juan de Montemar Duke de Ripperda. 
In just return for this grace from the 
land of his ancestors, William, the pre- 
sent Baron de Ripperda, had taken an 
oath of fealty to Philip and to Spain. 
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And Louis de Montemar^ hia only son^ 
and heir to all his possessions, honours, 
and civic duties, was called upon, by the 
same solemn rite to devote himself to 
Spain, as his country ; and to Philip as 
his liege-lord. At the end of this of- 
ficial document, a postcript was written 
in the Baron's own hand, demanding of 
his son, to add to the signature required, 
on oath to perform all that might be 
appointed him by his father directly, or 
indirectly through the Sieur Ignatius, for 
the service of the King ; and to hold all 
secrets confided to him for that purpose, 
inviolable as his Christian faith. 

Louis saw nothing in bonds which his 
father's hand-writing had sanctified, to 
suggest further hesitation ; and, without 
reluctance, he set his name to the paper, 
and pressed to his lips the sacred volume 
presented by the Sieun 

** Now Louis" said he, " your task is 
easy. Will, is a conquering sword !** -^ 
as he spoke, a smile played for a moment 
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on his stern lip ; but like a sunrheam on 
a dark cloud, it suddenly disappeared^ 
arid all was g^oom again. He opened 
the escritoire, and took from the ahdves 
two thick scrolls in strange characters; 
Louis continued to gaze on the face of 
this mysterious man, as he arranged the 
sheets on. the table. The smile, which 
had just lit up those lurid features wiA 
the nameless splendors of mental beauty, 
was passed away; but the impression 
remained on his pupil's heart. Louis 
congratulated himself on the assurance 
that it gave him, and said inwardly, ^« I 
shall never forget that magic smile, so 
eloquent of every ineffable grace of mind 
and spirit ! It is a pledge to me, that I 
may love, as weU as reverence its pos- 
sessor." 

Ignatius placed the papers before his 
attentive pupil, telling him, they ccrni- 
prised his duty for the day ; that he must 
copy them strpke by -stroke, for the in^ 
accuracy of a single curve, mi^t pro- 

VOL. I. p 
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duce consequences to burthen his soul 
for ever. The Sieur then sat down to 
give minute institictton respecting the 
execution of these momentous docu- 
ments. The task was complicated, and 
of a nature totally different from any 
thing Louis had ever practised, or could 
possibly have anticipated. However, he 
cheerfully engaged in its performance; 
and his employer, having seen the pre* 
cision of his commencement, rose to 
withdraw. Before he quitted the room, 
he turned and said, that he supposed it 
was hardly necessary to enjoin the pro- 
priety of always keeping that chamber 
k)cked, both when it was occupied and 
when it was vacant. On Louis's bowing 
to the implied command, he added, that 
Gerard would strike on the door, when 
dinner was served in the saloon ; and 
that at ^midnight, he would himself re- 
turn to thia chateau, to inspect the papers, 
and affix his seal to thei^ contents. 
Jx)uis continued from noon, till the 



Tins PASTOR'S FltlB^SIIffl. 315 

gloom of twilight, at his laborious pen- 
manship. He knew nothing of the par<» 
ticulsur purport of any one of the nume- 
rous sheets he was' transcribing. The 
characters were unknown to him ; but ha 
was assured by Ignatius, all were directed 
to the service of Spain; and with ala^ 
crity and exactness he had completed 
half his taidc before the> duskiness of the 
hour, and the promised stroke of Oecard, 
gave him a short respite* 

Solitude was again at his temperate 
meal; He ^d heard encMigh frc^n the 
Sieur, to warn him against the impru- 
dence of puttii^ unnecessary questions ;. 
and determined to allow all ummportant 
circumstances, at least, to pass jby him 
unnoticed by oral remark; he said 
DjOthijig to his taciturn attendant about 
the continued absence of Castanos* His 
dinner was dispatched in a few minutes^ 
smd taking the candles in his hands, he 
returned to the locked chamber to finish 
his work. 

p 2 
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At the appointed hour, Ignatius re- 
appeared. 

• The several heaps of papers were ar- 
ranged for his infection, : and, with a 
nod of approbation he examined them 
0Be by (me; He approved what was 
dotne^ and turning to the escritoire, sealed 
them, and affixed to each packet its ap- 
propriate address. What were the names 
on tiiese superscriptions, Louis had no 
guess, though he did not doubt they 
were all to be cons^ed to the Baron de 
Ripperda; and, (as he observed by the 
proceediiigB of the Sicuir, th^ were ready 
to be put into their last envelope,) he 
imitaied to wOl whether he ' mighb not 
add one packet more to his &ther. Ig* 
natius remfiined siletit. Though Louis 
law no enceuragement on his con- 
tracting brow, he would not be so re« 
puhedv but steadily repeated his re- 
qil^st, adding, that he was particularly 
anxious to diqiAtch this letter, as it was 
not only to assure his father of his de« 
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votedness to his commalid^ but to beg 
him to forward one on most urgent bust* 
ness, which he had inclosed for Don Fer<r 
dinand d'Osorio« 

<< Your father will have sufficient assu^- 
ranee of your obedience, in the executicm 
of these papers,'* returned the Sieur, 
f < and as to promoting ;a correspondence 
with Don Eerdtnand d'Osorio; -— in 
your situation, that is out of the ques;^ 
tioii. Your residence here is unknown 
to any one, and must continue so, till 
the affiiir that commands your serWce^ 
is made or marred. Burn your packet^ 
therefore ; it cannot go." 

During this speech, he opened the 
leathernhbag that was to be the travelling 
case of the dispatches. 

Louis sighed <x}nvulsively as he put 
his letter bact: into his bosom. Ignatius 
took no notice df this heart-struck sign 
of disappointment, but calmly contidued 
packing the papers. Louis tjl^^t; of 
the unhappy Alice; oiVtHe tears sb^ 
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shed on his rieck at parting ; of his vow 
to restore to her, her peace of mind ; and 
he could not endure his own cowardice 
in having been over-awed to the appear* 
ance of giving up her cause, even for a 
tnoment. He resumed in a firmer voice. 
• «< I seek no correspondence with Don 
Ferdinand, Sir, I never desire to hear 
from Mm in return for the letter I am 
wo anxious he should receive. It is only 
to 'demand of him an act of justice to a 
lovely woman whose happiness he has 
destroyed. And to do this, I have 
solemnly engaged myself to her and to 
my own heart.'* 

" Louis de Montemar,** replied phe 
Sieur, <* you are entered on a course 
of life that will not adipit of ropiantic 
trifling. There is but one ^re^tion for 
nil your faculties : ~ ^e f^li^ good. — 
Private concerns inust take care of 
themselves.'^ 

He dosed th^ leatbem^case over the 
diqpaptches, ^nd cover^ its padlock with 
wax, stampt it with }us seal. 
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" 1 repeat, Sir,'^ cried Louis itnpetU'- 
ously/* I have pledged my honour, to 
the forwarding this letter to Don Ferdi- 
nand ; and the public good will not deem 
it necessary to make me a private de- 
ceiver !" 

Ignatius turned on him a look of 
haughty reproof. 

<* Young man, you know little of your 
duty towards the public good, if you 
can put its smallest tittle into competition 
with the adjustment of an amour between 
a weak girl and a profligate youth. Her 
folly must be her punishment." 

The indignation of insulted virtue 
burnt upon the cheek of Louis. 

« You mistake me, Sir ! She for whom 
I am interested, is as pure from unchaste 
weakness, as my father's honour from 
stain. It is her soul that is enthralled, 
by a vow extorted from her by this un- 
generous Spaniard; and to release her 
from the wretched load, is the sole pur- 
port of my letter ta him/* 

3 
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" You love the girl yourself,'* said the 
inflexible Ignatius, taking no visible 
notice of the encreasing agitation of his 
pupiL 

" I do love her," returned he, " but 
not in the way your observation would 
imply. I love her, as becomes the son of 
the Baroness de Ripperda to love the 
daughter of her sister ; that sister, who 
has been to him in the place of the 
mother heaven took from him at his 
birth ! Alice Coningsby is the person 
to whom I have bound myself to release 
her conscience from the bonds of an art- 
ful man. And, afler this explanation, I 
cannot believe that the friend of my 
father will longer withhold my letter P' 

The Sieur listened with his eyes bent 
to the ground. He looked up when 
Louis ceased speaking ; and saw, by his 
proud indignant air, that he rather ex- 
pected occasion for further braving a 
refusal, than to receive the permission be 
affected to think could no longer be 
denied. 
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** Louis,^. said he, " I see what is 
passing in your miiid ; but I will not be 
rigid to your present feelings. Your let* 
ter shall go to Don Ferdinand. But 
you must expunge from it all reference 
Jto where you are, and tell him, to send 
the acquittal of your imprudent cousin, 
direct to herself.** 

Surprised and thankful, Louis readily 
undertook to re-write the letter accord* 
ing to these injunctions ; a few minutes 
put it into the form required, and in- 
closing the irresistible appeal of Alice 
herself, to her ungenerous lover j he sealed 
the packet, and delivered it to the Sieur. 
The dispatches beinjg fastened up, it was 
to be committed to the particular charge 
of Castanos, who was to carry the bag to 
Madrid. Louis's grateful heart was 
again going to pour itself out, but Ig- 
natius checked the ingenuous effiision, 
by turning severely round, as he moved 
to the door. 

«* This time,'* said he, « I have yielded 
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to your request, in considertition of its 
pious motive. But you must fiilly un> 
derstand me ; and then you will not pre- 
sume more on this iodulgence, than the 
spirit of your recent oath will sanction. 
H«e not ouly ends your correspondence 
with Don Ferdinand, but closes your 
communication with every person with- 
(Hit these walls, until our a^ir is termi- 
nated. Not even the inhabitants of Lin- 
disfame must know of your beiDg at 
Vienna." 

« I lament my ignorance of the neces- 
sity for such precaution," relied Louis, 
" but the interdicted intimation is now 
beyond my recall. 1 wrote to both my 
uncles from Ostend ; and twice during 
my journey to Vienna." 

" Such an accident was provided 
against," answered Ignatius ; " Castanos 
had the Baron de Ripperda's orders to 
destroy all such letters in their way to 
the post i so be at rest on that head. 
Your father himself will take care to let 
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Mr. Athelstone and Sir AHthony know 
that you are well, and cojiducting your- 
self to his satisfaction." 

" I am in his hands, and in your's," said 
Louis, bowing his head ; while struck by 
so strange an act of precaution, he had 
not power to utter a word more. The 
Sieur drew his cloak over the dispatches^ 
and without further observations, left the 
apartment. 
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